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SCENE 


Alentinian, Emperor of Rome. 
Mcius, the n lb Loyal General. 
Balbus, 


* 


Proculus, C Four Noble Paudere, and Flatterers to the 
Chilas 9 3 3 
Licinſus, — k > x CI SER > 
Maximus, 4 eat Soldier, EHarb and to Lucina. | 
Lycias, an Eunuch. . og 
Pontius, an honeſt Caſhier'd Centurion. 3 
Phidias, ? #wo bold and faithful Eunuchs, Servants 
Atetus, 1 to Kcius. J 
anus, an eminent Captain. e 


Fe 4 Poet. <p 


Licippus, 4 Courtier, © | 


— - 


Eudoxia, Empreſt, Wife to Valentinian. | 
Eucina, the chaſte abuſed Wife of Maximus. 


= — > 0" -qvaata _ — 
Claudia, ucina”. s 1 - het 
Marceline: I A 


OED two of the E 4 Baud. ; 


Three Senators, Phyſicians, Gentimmen and Soldiers. 
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Eurer Balbus, "ACER Chilax ant Licivins 


Balb. J Never ſaw the like, ſhe's no more ſtirid, 


No more another Woman, no more aker'd, 
With any hopes or promiſes laid to her, 
Let em be ne er ſo weighty, ne'cr fo winning, 
Than I am with the motion of my own Legs. 
Pro. Chilax, 
You are a Stranger yet in theſe deſigns, 
Ar leaſt in Rome; tell me, and tell me truth, 
Did you &er know in all your courſe of practice, 
In all the ways of Woman you have run through, 
(For I preſume you have been brought up, Chilax, 
Gs we, to fetch and carry.) 
"Chi. 1 * 1 2 
Pro. Did you, I ſay again, in 1 U 
Ever diſcover ſuch a piece of Beauty, progre, 
Ever ſo rare a Creature, and no doubt, 
One that muſt know her worth too, and affect it, 
ay a_ be 17 5 elſe ris 2 and honeſt ? 
oneſt againſt the Tide of all T ati 
Honeſt 5 one Man, to her Huzband « * 


And yet not eighteen, not of Age to know 
MY ſhe is honeſt ? 1 * 


; The Tragedy of Valenti 
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nian. 
bi. 1 confeſs it freely | 3 
I never ſaw her fellow, nor e'et ſhall  —_* 

For all our Grecian Dames, all I have try'd, 

(And ſure I have try'd a hundred, if I ſay two 

1 ſpeak within my wager pe all theſe Beauties, 

And all the conſtancy of all theſe Facee, 

Maids, Widows, Wives, of what degree or calling, 

So they be Greeks, and fat, for there's my cunning, 

I would undertake and not ſweat for't, Proculus, 

Were they to try again, ſay twice as many, 

Under a thouſand Pound, to lay em Bed-rid ; 


But this Wench ſtaggers me. 


Lyc. Do you ſee theſe Jewels? | 
You would think theſe pretty baits; now I'll aſſure ye 
Here's half the Wealth of Mjfia. : 
Bal. Theſe are nothing 


To the full Honours I propounded to her; 
I bid her think, and be, and preſently 


Whatever her Ambition, what the Council 
Of others would add to her, what her Dreams _ 
Could more cnlarge, what any Precedent 
Of any Woman riſing up to Glory, | 
And ftanding certain there, and in the higheſt, 
Could give her more, nay, to be Empreſs, 

Pro. And cold at all thefe Offers? 

Bal. Cold as Chriſtal, 


— 


Never to be thraw'd again. 


Chi. I try'd her further, 


And ſo far, that I think ſhe is no Woman, 
At leaſt as Women go now. 5 5 


Lyc. Why what did you? | SY; | 
Chi, 1 offer'd that, that had ſhe been bur Miſtreſs 


Of as much Spleen as Doves have, I had reach'd her; 


A ſafe Revenge of all that ever hate her, 


The crying down for ever of all Beauties 
That may be thought come near her.. 
Pro, That was pretty. | 
Cbi. I never knew that way fail; yet I'll tell you 
J offer'd her a Gift beyond all your cg 
That, that had made a Saint ſtart, well conſider'd; 
The Law to be her Creature, ſhe to make it, 
Her Mouth to give it, every Creature Hving Pet 


From her Aſpect to draw their good or evil, 
Fix d in em ſpight of Fortune; a new Nature 
She ſhould be call'd, and Mother of all Ages, 


Time ſhould be hers, and what ſhe did lame Virtue i 
” | 22 E OE” 5 , Should 
22 a 


* 


| Ihe Tragedy of Valencinian, 5g 
Should bleſs to all Poſterities: Her Air, N | 
Should give us Life, her Earth and Water feed us; 
And laſt, to none bur to the Emperor, 
And then but when ſhe pleas'd to have it ſo,) ; | 
She ſhould be held for mortal. 5 | — 
* And ſhe heard you? | 
. Yes, as a fick Man hears a noiſe, or he | : 
T bat ſtands condemn'd his Judgment; let me periſh, - 
But if there can be Virtue, if that Name | 
Be any thing but Name and empty Title, 
If it be fo as Fools have been pleas'd to feign it, [5 
A Power that can preſerve us after Aſhes, 5 
And make the Names of Men out · recken Ages; 
This Woman has a God of Virtue in her. 
Bat. I would the Emperor were that God. 
Chi. She has in her | 
All the contempt of Glory and vain ſeeming 
Ofall the Sroicks, all the Truth of Chriſtians, 
And all their Conſtancy : Modeſty was made 
When ſhe was firſt intended: When ſhe bluſhes 
It is the holieft thing to look upon; 
| The pureſt Temple of her Sect, that ever 
Made Nature a bleſt Founder. 
Pro. Is there no way 
To take this Phenix? . | 0 
Lyc. None but in her Aſhes, 
Chi. If ſhe were fat, or any way inclining 
To Eaſe or Pleaſure, or affected Glory, 
Proud to be ſeen and worſhip'd, twere a venture; 
v2 But on my Soul ſhe's chaſter than cold Camphire. 
1 Bal. I think ſo too; for all the ways of Woman, 
ok Like a full Sail, ſhe bears againſt: I ask'd her | 
— After my many Offers, walking with her, | | — 
And her as many down-denials, how f 
If the Emperor, grown mad with Love, ſhould force her; 
She pointed to a Lucrece, that hung by, 
And with an angry look, that from her Eyes 
Shot Veſtal fire againſt me, ſhe departed. 
Pro. This is the firſt Wench I was ever pos'd ing 
Yer I have brought young loving things together 
This two and thirty Year. 
Chi. I find by this Wench 
The Calling of a Bawd to be a ſtrange, 
A wile, and ſubtile Calling; and for none 
But ftaid, diſcreet, and underſtanding Pcople : 
And, as the Tutor to great Alexander 
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Would ſay, a young Man ſhauld mot date to read 


To gaze upon you in your 
That truly is a Saint to none 
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His Moral Books, till after five and cwentyj; 
So muſt that he or ſhe, that will be /bawdy, - 
mean diſcreetly bawdy, and be truſted) 


If they will riſe, and gain Experience, © 


Well ſtept in Years, and Diſcipline, begin ir, 
1 take it *tis no Boys play. 
Bal. Well, whar's:thought of ? 
Pho. The Emperor mult ko w t. 
Lyc. If the Women ſhenld chance to fail 400. 
Chi. As tis ten tb one. 
Pro. Why what remains, but new Nets for 4 the anita ? 
Chi. Let's go conſider then ; und if all fail, 
This is the firſt quick Eel, chat {av'd her Tail. 


SCENE l. 


Enter Lacina, Ardelia, and Phorba. — 
Ard. Vou ſtill * on that Idol, Honour, 
Can it renew your Y. „can it add Wealth, 
That takes off Wrinkles; can it draw Mens Eyes 
? Gan Honour, 
ut Soldiers, 


And look'd into, bears no Reward but Danges, . 
Leave you the moſt reſpected Perſon livin 


Or can the common kiſſes of a Husband, 


[Exe, 


- (Which to a ſprightly. LACY is a labour, ) 


Make ye almoſt Immortal? Ve are-cozen'd, - 

The Honour of a Woman is her Praiſes, 

The way to get theſe, to be ſeen, and ſought do, 
And not to bury ſuch a happy Sweetnefs 

.- Under a ſmoaky Roof. 


Luc. III . no more. : | a 


Pbor. That White, and Red, and all thatbliſea Beauty, 
Kept from the Eyes, that make it ſa, is nothing : 


Then you are rarely fair, when Men proclaim it; 


The Phenix, were ver feen, were doubted. 
That moſt unvalued Hom the Unicorn 


Bears to oppoſe the Huntſman, were it nothing 


But Tale, and meer Tradition, would help no Man; 


But when the Virtue's known, the Honour s doubled: 
Virtue is either lame, or not at all, 


And Love a Sacrilege, and not a Saint, 
When it bars up the way to Mens Petitions. 


Ard. Nay, ye ſhall love your Nusband too; we come n not 
To make a Monſter of 1 


Luc. Ate ye Women 
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> bb You'll Gd un fo, and Women you ſhalh thank wo. 
If you have Grace to make your ukr, | 
Luc, Fye on ye. 
Pbor. Alas, poor baſhful Lady! By my Soul, | 
Had ye no other Virtue but your Blathes, 4/ 
And 1 a Man, I ſhould run mad far thoſe: G 3 
How daintily they ſer her off, how ſweetly! 
Ard. Come Goddeſs, 88 you move 100. gers the Beth, 
I muſt not be, a better Orb ſtays for you 
Here; be a Maid, and take em. | 
Luc. Pray leave me. 
Phor. That wefe a fin, ſweet Lady, and. * 
To make us guilty of your Melancholy; 
You muſt not be alone; in Converſation 
Doubts are reſoly'd, and —"_u ſticks. near + the Caofcience 
Made caſie, and allewable 22 
TCuc. Ye are Devils. 
Ard. That you may one day bleſs for your A en 
Luc. I charge ye in the name of Chaſtity, _ 
'Tempr me no more; how ugly ye ſeem te me? 
There is no wonder Men _ Sex, 
And lay the Vices of all Ages on | 
When ſuch as you ſhall bear — — of Women: 
If ye had Eyes to ſee your ſelves, or Senſe 
Above the baſe Rewards ye the: Ba ds for; 
If ever in your lives ye h Go | 
Though many Regions off, as « Men hear Thunder 3 
If ever ye had Mothers, and they Souls; 
If ever Fathers, and not ſueh as you are; 
If ever any thing were conſtam in you, 
Be(ide your Sins, or coming but your Courſes 
If ever any of your Anceftorms . 
Dy'd worth a noble deed, that would be cheridh's, 
Soul-frighted with this blaek Infection, 
bbw Ne run from 72 another, to | 
nd from your guilty Eyes: our N _ 
That — e blind, — | Belt 
Phor. Ve ſpeak = Lady; "Te 
A {ſign of fruitful Education, 
If your religious Zeal had Wikdom with is. 
Ard. This Lady was ordaimd de bleß s thetEmpire, 
And we may all give thanks fort. i. 
Pbor. I believe ye, 8 , 
_ rd. If any thing redeem the dere. h 
From his wild flying Courſes, this is ſheg. 4 55 
+ can ene Nm if ye mirk ; ſhe is vie too. 


N. 


the 1 of Valeninidn, | 


"Pho Dxbeoding wiſe, which is a wonder in — 
And fo religious, that I well — 7 


8 . ſhe would fin ſhe not. 


And beſides, 


| She has the Empire* $ Cauſe i in hand, not Love "” 


| There lies the main Conſideration, 


For which ſhe is chiefly born. FS, 


Phor. She finds that point 3 
Stronger than we can tell her, and believe it 


look by her means for a Reformation, a 


And ſuch a one, and ſuch a rare way carried, - . 
That all the World ſhall wonder \ ad Ta 

Ard. 'Tis true; 
I never thought the Emperor had Wiſdom, 
Pity, or fair Affection to his Country, 
Till he profeſt this Love: Gods give 'em Children, 
Such as her Virtues merit, and his Zeal. 

I look to ſee a Numa from this 3 


/ Or greater than OZavins, . 


Pbor. Do you mark too, | 
Which is a noble Virtue; how ſhe bluſher, 
And what a flowing Modeſty runs through hes, 


When we but name che Emperor: 


Ard. Bur mark it, 
Yes, and admire it too z for ſhe conſiders, 
Though ſhe be fair as Heav'n, and virtuous 
As holy Truth, yet to the Emperor 
She is a kind of nothing but her Service, 
Which "the is bound to offer, and he'll, 40 f ie; | 
And when her Country's Cauſe commands Affection, 
She knows Obedience is the Key of Virtues, | 
Then fly the Bluſhes out like Cupid's Arrows: 
And chough the tye of Marriage to her Lord 
Would fain crys Stay Lucina; yet the Cauſe, 
And general Wiſdom of the Prince's Love, 
Makes her find ſurer Ends, and happier; 
And if che firſt were chaſte, this is twice doubted. 
Pbor. Her Tartneſs unto us too. 
Ard, That's a wiſe one. 
, Phox. I rarely like, it ſhews a riſing 


w Mom 5 


That chides all common Fools as dare enquire 


What Princes would have private. 
Ard. What a Lady 
Shall we be bleſt ro ſerve? 

Luc. Go, get ye from me. 


| Yea are your — Agents, n not the Privee's: 


—_— | 
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Like ancient well-built Piles, ſhew worthy Ruins, 


Fou fell the Chaſtity of modeſt Wives at, _ | 3 


* 


__ : : r 
© 1.44 5 


If ye have hope of any Heav'n, but Court, ; ' | * 


4 wy 8 ee 


3 Aa Lore. — of er 7 9 
Ami a Woman fit to imp your Vices? fy . | 
. But that I had a Mother, and a Woman, FORT» 2.4 
2 ever-li Fame curns al ir wache, R EY 
Into the od i Rik is, I ſhould now 2-8 2 6:54 Py 3 
Even doubt my ſelf, I have been ſearch'd ſo ar N 5 
The very ul of Honour: Why ſhovld you two, 55 AE 3: OY 4 
That happily have been as chaſt as I am, 3 3 
Fairer 1 bin by much, for yet your Faces, 1 $$: 


7 


After that Angel-Age, turn mortal Devils? . 98 5 oo 
For ſhame, for Woman- hood, for what ye have been, : 3 
For rotten Cedars have born goodly Branches; 


Which like a Dream, you'll find hereafter vaniſh, —- _- _— i 
Or at the beft, but ſubject to Repentance, | -B 30 | „ 
Study no more to be ill ſpoken of; IS: + 
Let Women live themſelves z if they muſt fall, T4 
Their own Deſtruction find em, not your Feavers. 

Ard. Madam, ye are ſo excellent in all, 
And I muſt tell it you with admiration, 
So true a Joy ye have, ſo ſweat a Fear, 
Ard when ye come to Anger, *tis ſo noble, 
That for mine own Part, I could ſtill offend, 
To hear you angry; Women that want that; 
And your way guided (elſe 1 count it nothing) 
Are cither Fool or Cowards. 
Phoy, She were a Miſtreſs for no private Greatneſs, ES 8 

Could ſhe not frown a raviſh'd Kiſs from Anger: 8 c 
And ſuch an Anger as this Eady learns ue, l 
Stuck with ſuch plraſing Dangers, Gods, I ak yes 

Which of ye all could bend i om? | | \ 

Luc. I perceive ye, 
Your own dark Sins dwell with e, and that Price 


Run to Diſeaſes with your Bones: I ſcorn ye, "i 
And all the Nets ye have pitch'd to catch my Virtues, WL 
Like i: ger Webs, I ſweep away before me. 2 Q 
Go, tell the Emperor, ye have met a Woman, 3 


1 


That neither his own Perſon, which is God-like, 


Tbe World he rules, nor what that World can purchaſe, 33 
Nor all the Glories ſubject to a Ceſar, i > 
The Honours that he offers for wy Body, 
© The Hopes, Gifts, everlaſting Flatterics, . 
Nor any thing that's his, wad apt to tempt me, 
0 not to 0 the Mother WF the Empire, | 


FF" = 
* 2 * 


e "The ge * e 


- And 3 of all che boly Fires he ee N y, « 
Can make a Whore of, Ps WOES os. 
6 You miſtake us, Lady. "Ii 87 
„Tuc. Yet, tell-him Re has thus much 1 me, 
That I have here his Knaves, and you his Mat rone, 
Fit Nurſes for his Sins, which Gods forgive me, 
Burt ever to be leaning to his Folly, _ IS: i 
Or to be brought to love bis Luſk, aſſure bim, | 
8 And from her Mouth, whoſe Life ſhall make it certain, 
. g never can: Thave a Noble Husband, 
- Pray tell him that too, yet a Noble Name, 
1 | A Noble Family, and laſt a-Confcience: | 
1 Thus much for your Anſwer: For your ſelves, CE; 
You have liv'd the Shame of Women, 2 5 the better. Erie. 
 Phor, What's now to do? | 
Ard. Even as the ſaid, to die, | | | 
For there's mo living here, and Women thus, : 
I am ſure for us two. | N 
Pbor. Nothing ftick upon her? 
Ard. We have loſt a Maſs of Mony; we Dame Virtue, 
Yer ye may halt, if good Luck ſerve. 
Pzpor. Worms take her, 
She has almoſt ſpoibd our Trade. 
Ard So Godly! "IE A 
This is ill e Phorba. ye 8 1 
P)hor. If the Women 
Shou d have a longing now to ſee this Monſter, N 
And ſhe Convert em al! "IE 12 
Ard. That may be, Pborba; | RY" Oe b 
But if it be, I'll have the young Meg gelded : 
Come, let's go. think, ſhe mult not "ſcape us thus 3 
There is a certain Seaſon, if we hit, 
That Women may be rid without a Bit. 


:.. 225, SCENE —_—— 
r Enter Maximus nd Egiu - 
Max. 1 cannot blame the Nations, noble Friend, 
That they fall off ſo faſt from thi wild Man, 
When (under our Allegiance be it fpoken, r 
And the moſt happy ty of our Affe cxions) ee 
The World's s Weight groans beneath him; where lives Virtue, 
- Honour, Diſcretion, Wiſdom? Who are A 
. And choſen to the ſteering of the Empire, 8 
But Bawds, and f ng Girls? O my AMcins ! 5 
* lier, * nen 
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Of Men 50 Ip for goodneſs ſake, like Shelle, LIC eee 22 
Grow to the alls for want of % L, * OW oO 
Only your bappy (elf, and I that love 35 
Which is a larger Means xo me than Faveur. 
Acius, No more, my worthy Friend, though theſe be rade 
And though theſe Truchs wou d ask a Reformation; 
At leaſt, : little ſquaringz yet remember 
Mee are but Subjects, Maxim; Obedience | 3 
I 0o what is done, and Grief for What is ill done. I = 4-780 
Is all we can call ours: The Hearts of Princes f f 
Are like the Temples of the Gods; pure Incence, | 
Until unhallowed Hands. defile thoſe Offerings, 
Burns ever there; we muſt nat put em out, 
Becauſe the Prieſts that touch thoſe. Sweets are wicked; 
We dare not, dcareft Friend, nay more we cannot, 
While we conſider why we are, and how, - 
To what Laws bound, much more to whar Law-giver 3 N 
Whilſt Majeſty is made to be obey'd, | 4 
And not inquir'd into, whilſt Gods and „ | 85 — 
Make but a Rule as we do, though a ſtricter; ö 
Like deſperate and unſeaſon'd Fools, let fly -- B 
Our. killing Angers, and forſake our Honours.” | 
Max. My Noble Friend, from whoſe InftruRions 
I never yet took Surfeir, weigh but thus much, 
Nor think I ſpeak it with Ambition, 
For by the Gods Ido not; why eius, 
Why are we thus, or how become thus wretched ? 
_ Acins, You'll fall again into your Pe,” 
Max. I will not. ; 
Or are ve now no more the Sons of Romans, a 
No. more the followers of their happy Fortunes, 
But conquer *'d Gaul, or Quivers for the Parthian: ? 
Why is this Emperor, this Man we honour, 
This God chat ought to bee 


% lh 
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Aci. Vou are too curious. | 3 
Max. Good, give me leave, why is this Author of us e 
Aci. | dare not hear ye ſpeak thus. 0 

Max. VII be modeſt; IA. | 


Thus led away, thus vainly led away, - 9 PISS 

And we Beholders? miſconceive me 1 LE" > , 9 

I ſow no Danger in my Words; but wherefore, | 

And to what end, are we the Sons of Fathers „ 

Famous, and faſt to Rowe? Why are their Virtus 5 

Stamp'd in the Dangers of a thouſand Battels F | 

For goodneſs ſake; their ah time out Grieg? PD Be We 

ef a for our Example. 3 0 
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Mi, Ye e nobly. 
Max. Why are we Seeds of theſe then, to ſhake Hands 


5 3 _ "RR" 


* 


With Bawds and baſe Informers, kiſs Diſere dit, 


And court her like a Miſtreis? Pray, your leave yet 3 
| You'll fay the Emperor is young, and apt .. 

To take Impreſſion rather from his Plealures, 

Than any conſtant Worthineſs; it may be. 

But, why do theſe, the People call his Pleaſures, 

Exceed the Moderation of a Man? * 

Nay, to ſay juſtly Friend, why are they Vices, 

And ſuch as ſhake our Woerths with Fore n Nations? 

Mii. You ſearch the Sore too deep, muſt tell ye, 

In any other Man this had been bol * — 5 
And ſo rewarded; pray depreſi your Sir; 
For though | conſtantly believe ye honeſt, 
Ye were no Friend for me elſe, and what now 

Ye freely ſpake, but good ye owe to th' Empire; 

Vet take heed, worthy Maximus, all Ears 

Hear not with that Diſtinction mine do; few  *- 
You'll find: Admoniſhers, but Urgers of your Actions, 
And to the heavieft, Friend ; and pray conſider, 

We are but Shadows, Motions others give us; 

And though our Pities may become the Times, 

Juſtly our Powers cannot; make me worthy 

To be your ever Friend in fair Allegiance. 

But not in Force: For, durſt mine own Soul urge me 

(And by that Soul, I ſpeak my juſt Affections) 

To turn my Hand from Truth, which is Obedience, 

And give the Helm my Virtue holds, to Anger, 
Though 1 had both he bleſſings of the Brutii, 
And both their Inſtigations, chodgh gh my Caulc 

Carried a Face of Juſtice beyond theirs, 
And as I am a Servant to my Fortunes, 

That daring Soul, that firſt taught Diſobedience, 
Should feel the firft Example: Say the Prince, 

As I may ell believe, ſeems vitious, 


Who juſtly knows cis not to try our Honours ? 


5 88 18 then 0 * 11 Errors, 


Or ſay, he be an ill Prince, are we therefore 


Fit Fircs to purge him? No, my deareſt Friend, 
The Elephant is never won with Anger, 


Nor mvuft that Man rhat would rechim « Lion, 
82 Take him by th' Teeth. 


—— 


Max. I pray miſtake me not. * | 

ei. Our honeſt Actions, and the Lig ht chat 8 
Like Morning from our Service, 6 and bluſhiog,, 

Is that that pu!ls a Prince back; then he ſees, 


* 
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When Subje&s Chryſtal Souls are Glaff.s- to him: 
mar. My ever 1 ny + PI —_—_— Counſel: 
The Emperor appears, Fl] leave ye to him, 

0 And 2 II both affect him, may he flouriſh. 

Mi Enter the Emperor and Chilax. 

' Emp. Is that the beſt News? 

Chi. Vet the beſt we know, Sir. a 

Emp. Bid Maximus come to me, and be gone chen: 

Mine own Head by my helper, theſe are Fools. 

How now, AÆcius, are the Soldiers quiet? 

Eci. Better, I ho N Sir, than they were. 

Emp. They are pleas'd, 1 bear, 

To cenſure me extreamly for my Pleaſures, 

2= . Shortly they'll fight againſt. me. 

8 ci. Gods defend, Sir. 

And for their Cenſures, they are ſuch ſtirewd Judgert,. 

A Donative of ten Seſtertics | 

I'll undertake ſhallemake em ring your Praiſes, 

* than they ſang your Pleaſurers. 

„I believe the. | 555 | ' 
* thou in Love; Acins, par” ts He 
Kei. O no Sir! 

I am too courſe for Ladies; my Embraces, 

That only am acquainted with Alarms, . - 

Would break their tender Bodies. 

= Emp. Never fear it, 

They are ſtronger than ye think, they'll hold the Hunter = 

= My  Kerpref wears thou art a luſty * 

A good one | believe thee. a 

4 i. All that Goodneſs 

Ils but your Grace's Creature. 

” Emp. Tell me truly, 

For thou dar'ſt tell me. 55 

Eci. Any thing concerns ye, 6 

That's fit for me ro ſpeak and you to pardon: 

- Whatſay the Soldiers of me, and the ſame Words, 

Mince em not, good Æcius, but deliver 

The very Forms and Tongues they talk withal. 
Aci. VII tell your Grace, but with this Caution 

Vou be not ſtirr'd ; for ſhow the Gods live with us; 

Even thoſe we certainly believe are Righteous, _ 

Give *em but Drink, they would-cenſure them too. - 
Emp. Forward. 


ei. Then to begin, they ſay you ſlecp | too much, 


- 


ow to decline * Strength to Eaſe and Plies; 
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By which they judge your Majeſty too ſenſual ” br. 
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And when you do not ſleep, you drink too much, 
From which they fear Suſpicions fiſt, then Ruins z 
And when ye neither drink nor ſleep, ye wench much, 
W. bich they affirm firſt breaks your Underſtanding, 
Then takes the Edge of Honour, makes us ſeem, 
That are the Ribs and Rampires of-the;F.mpire, 
Fencets, and beaten Fools, and ſo regarded: 
But I believe em not; for were theſe Truths, 
Vour Virtue can correct them. 

Emb. They ſpeak plainly, + 

ci. They ſay moreover (fiace your Livin will hayei it, 


7 0 
: 


For they will talk their Freedoms, though the Sword 


Were in their Throat) that of late time, like Nero, 
And with the ſame forgetſulneſs of Glory, 

You have got a vain of Filing, ſo they term it. 
Emp. Some drunken Dreams, Azcius, 

Ti. So I hope, Sir. | : 
And that yon rather ſtudy Cruelty, | 
And to be feared ſor Blood, than ld for Bounty, , 
Which makes the Nations, as they ſay, deſpiſe ye, . _ 
Telling your Years and Actions dy their Deaths. 
W hoſe Truth and ſtrength of Duty made you Ceſar. 
They ſay beſides, you nouriſh. ſtr 


ange Devourers, 
Fed with the Fat o' th' Empire, they call. Bawds, 
Lazy and luſtful Creatures that a ye, 
A People, as they term 'em, made of Paper, 
In which the ſecret Sins of _ Man's Montes 
Are ſcaled and ſent a wor 

Emp. W hat Sin's next ? 
For | perceive they have no mind to ſpare me. 
Aci. Nor hurt ye, O my Soul, Sir! But ſuch ene 
(Nor can the Power of Man reſtrain n 
When they are full of Meat and Eaſe, muſt prattle. 

Emp. Forward, 

mo have ſpoken too much, Sir. 

Emp. I'll have all. 
Tei. It fits not | 
Your Ears ſhould hear cheir Vanities, no Profit 
Can juſtly riſe to you from their Behaviour, 


= 


+ Unleſs ye were guilty © of 18 


Emp. It may 

1 am fo, therefore forward. 
Aci. | have ever 

Learn'd to obey, nor ſhall wy Lite re refit i, 
Emp. No more Apologies. | 

Lei. They n 3 Sir, of 
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ro ſee the Nations, whom dur ancient Virtue + 
With many a weary March and Hunger conquer'd, 
Wich loſs of many a darling Life ſubdu d,. 
Fall from their fair Obedience, and even murmur 
To fee the warlike Eagles mew their Honours 

In obſcure Towns, that wont to prey on Princes; 
They ccy for Enemies, and tell the Captains 

Z The Fruits of /zaly are luſcious, give us Dr, 
Or ſandy Africk to diſplay our Valours, _ 
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PF There where our Swords may make us Meat, and Danger 
9 6 
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Digeſt our well-got Vyands. Here our Weapons, 
And Bodies that were made for ſhining Braſs, 
Are both unedg'd and old with Eaſe and Women; 
And then they cry again, Where are the Germans, 
Lin'd with hot Spain, or Gallia, bring em on, 
And let the Son of War, ſteel'd Mirbridates, 
Lead up his winged Parthians like a Storm, T 
Hiding the Face of Heav'n with Showers of Arrows; 
et we dare fight like Romans; then, as Soldiers, 
3 Tyr'd with a weary March, they tell their Waunds, 
Even weeping ripe, they were no more, nor deeper, 
And glory in thoſe Scars that make 'em lovely; 
And ſitting where a Camp was, like ſad Pilgrim, 
They reckon up the Times, and living Labours 
Of Julius or Germanicus, and wonder - 
That Rome, whoſe Turtets once were topt with Honours, 
Can now forget the Cuſtom of her Conqueſts : 5 
And then they blame your Grace, and ſay, Who leads us: 
Shall we ſtand here like Statues? Were our Fathers 
The Sons of lazy 44cors, our Princes Perſians, 
Nothing but Silks and Softneſs? Curſes on 'em 
That firſt taught Nero Wantonneſs and Blood, 
Tiberius Doubts, Caligula all Vices I 
For from the Spring of theſe, ſucceeding Princes. 
Thus they talk, Sir. . ; | 

Emp. Well, 
W hy do you hear theſe Things? 
1 ei. Why do you do em 
l take the Gods to Witneſs, with more Sorrow, 
by And more Vexation, do I hear theſe Taintures, 
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Than were my Life dropt from me through an Hour-plaſs. 
Emp. Belike then you believe em, or at leaft | 
Are glad they ſhould be fo; take heed, you were better 
Build your own Tomb, and run into it living, 
Than dare a Prince's Anger. PE: 
ei. I am Old, Sir, 
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©. © And ten Years more 
; Now if my Life be pleaſin 
Upon my Knees, if ever any Service 


If ever a 


And covetous of Wounds, and for your ſafety, 


After the ſcape of Swords, Spears, Slings, and Arrows, 
_ *Gainſt which my beaten Body was mine Armour, 


addition, is but nothing: 
g-toJe, take it, 


As let me brag, ſome have been worthy notice, x 
orth. or Truſt ye gave me, ; 
Deſery'd a fair reſpect, if all my Actions 
The hazards of my Youth, Colds, Burnings, Wants 
For you and for the Empire, be not Vices; | 
By that ſtile ye have ſtampt upon me, Soldier, 8 
Let me not fall into the Hands of Wretches. 
Ep. I underſtand ye not. | 5 | 
Tei. Let not this Body, 
Thar has look d bravely in his Blood for Ceſar, 


The Seas, and thirſty Deſarts, now be purchaſe 
For Slaves, and baſe Informers: I ſee Anger, 2 
And Death look through your Eyes: 1 am mark'd for 
And know the telling of this Truth has made me 
A Man clean loft to this World; I embrace it; 
Only my laſt Petition, Sacred Ceſar, 
Is, I may dye a a 

Emp. Riſe my Friend till, . 
And worthy of my Love; reclaim the Soldier, 
III ſtudy to do fo upon my ſelf too; 
Go keep your Command, and proſper. 


Aci. Life to Caeſar, 1 


Chi. Lord Maximus attends your Grace. 
Emp. Go tell him, 

I'll meet him in the Gallery. A BY 
The Honeſty of this eius, 
Who is indeed the Bulwark of the Empire, 
Has div'd ſo deep into me, that of all 
The Sins I covet, but this Woman's Beauty, 
With much Repentance, now I could be quit of: 
But ſhe is ſuch a Pleaſure, being good, 


That though I were a God, ſhe would fire my Blood. 
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5 The Tragedy of Valentinian. | SPP. 
ACT I. SCENE IL 


The Emperor, Maximus, Lycinius, Proculus, and Chilax, 
| Ay as at Dice. - 


, Emp. N AY ye ſhallHzt my Hand out, tis not juſt 
I ſhould neglec my fortune, now 'tis proſpcrous. 
N Lyc. If I have any thing to ſet your Grace, | | 
But Cloaths or good Conditions, let me periſh, 
You have all my Mony, Sir. 
Pro. And mine. 
Chi. And mine too. 
Max, Unleſs your Grace will credit vs. 
Emp. No bare Board. ; 
- Lyc. Then at my Garden- Houſe, 
Emp. The Orchard roo, 
Lyc. And't pleaſe your Grace. 
Emp. Have at em. 
Pro. They are loſt. - 
Lyc. Why farewel Fig-trecs, 
mp. Who ſets more ? 
Chil, At my Horſe, Sir. 
Emp. The dapl'd Spaniard ? 
Chil. He. EE: 
Emp. He's mine. 
Chil. He is fo. 
Max. Your ſhort Horfe is ſoon curried. 
Chil. So it ſeems, Sir; 1 
So may your Mare be too, if luck ſerve. BEES \ 
Max. Ha? 
Chi. Nothing, my Lord, but grieving at my Fortune. 
Emp. Come, Maximus, you were not wont to flinch thus. 
Max. By Heav'n, Sir, I have loſt all. | 
Emp. There's a Ring yec. 
Max. This was not made to loſe, Sir. 
Emp. Some Love Token; 
Set it | ſay. ; 
Max. I do beſcech your Grace, 
Rather name any Houſe I have. 
Emp. How ſtrange, 
And curious you are grown of Toys? Redeem't, 
If fo I win it, when you pleaſe, ro Morrow, 
Or next Day, as ye will, I care nor, 
But only for my Luck fake : Tis not Rings 
Can make me richer. pn 


Max. Will you throw, * ? There tis. 
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An't be your Pleaſure, Sir, III pay the Price on't. 


She never cares for Company ? 
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Emp. Why then have at it fairly: Mine. — 
Max. Your Grace 7 —__ . 
Is only ever Fortunate: To Morrow, 


Emp. To Morrow you ſhall have it without Price, Sir, 
Bur this Day 'tis my Victory: Good Aaximus, 
Now I bethink my ſelf, go to AÆcius, 9 
And bid him, muſter all the Cohorts preſently; 

They mutiny for Pay | hear, and be you 
Aſſiſtant to him; when you know their Numbers : 
Ye ſhall have Monies for *em, and above 
Something to ſtop their Tongues withal. 
Max. I will, Sir: | | 
And Gods preſerve you in this Mind ſtill. 
Emp. Shortly I'll ſee em march my ſelf. 
Max. Gods ever keep ye. 5 [Exit 
Emp. To what end do you think this Ring ſhall ſerve now ? > 
For you are Fellows only know by rote, — Se 
As Bird: record their Leſſons, 
Chi. For the Lady. 
Emp. But how for her? 

Chi. That 1 confeſs I know not. 3 
Emp. Then pray for him that do's: Fetch me an Eunuch 
That never ſw her yet; and you two ſee I Exis Chil. 

The Court made like a Paradiſe. 7 


— 


Lyc. We will, Sir. IL | 2 
Emp. Full of fair Shews and Muſicks; all your Arts 
(As 1 ſhall give Inſtructions) ſerew to th' higheſt, 
For my main Piece is now a doing: And for fear 
You ſhould not take, I'll have another Engine, 
Such as if Virtue be not only in her, | 
She ſhill not chaſe but lean ro, let the Women 


Put on a graver ſhew of Welcome. 5 


Pro. Well, Sir. | 
Emp, They are a thought too eaper. 
Enter Chilax and Lycias the Eunuch. - 

_ Chi, Here's the Eunuch. 

Eun, Long Life to Cæſar. 

Emp. 1 muſt uſe you, Lyctas: ' | 
Come let's walk in, and then Il ſhew ye all: 
If Women may be frail, this Wench ſhall fall. [| Exewnt. 


SCENE u. 


Enter. Claudia, and Marcellioa. 
Clau. Sirrah, what ails my Lady, that of late 
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F Valentinian. 12 
Mar. 1 know not, TRE ns 5 a ES 
Unlefs it be that. Company cauſes Cuckolds. 
Clan. That were a childiſh fear. 
Mar. What were thoſe Ladies Ä 
Came to her lately, 3 ; 
From the Court? r f 
Clan. The ſame, Wench. K 
Some grave Inſtiuctors on my Life, they look 
For all the World like old hateh'd Hilrs. 
Mar. *Tis true, Wench. 
For here and there, and yet they painted well too, 
One might diſcover, where the Gold was worn, 
Their Iron Ages. \ RES? 
Clau. If my Judgment fail not, 
They have been ſheath'd like rotten Ships. 
Mar. It may be. | 
Clau. For if ye mark their Rudders, they hang weakly. 
Mar. They have paſt the Line belike; Would'ſt live, Claudia. 
Till thou wert ſuch as they arc © 23 5 
Clau. Chimney- pieces. 
Now Heav'n have Mercy on me, and young Mer, 
1 had rather make a drallery till thirty, 
While 1 were able to endure a Tempeſt, 
And bear my Fights out bravely, till my Tackle 
- Whiſtled i'th' Wind, and held againſt all Weathers 
W hile 1 were able to bear with my Tyres, : 
And ſo diſcharge em, I would willingly 
Live, Marcelline, not till Barnacles 
Bred in my Sides, 
Mar. Thou art i'th' right, Wench : 
For who wou'd live, whom Pleaſures had forſaken, 
To ftand at Mark, and cry a Bow ſhort Signeur ? 
Were there not Men come hither too? 
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Clau. Brave Fellows. ; 82 
1 fear me Bawds of five 'th' Pound. 
AMar. How know you? | 
Clau. They gave me great Lights to it. 
Mar. Take heed, Claudi. | 
Clan, Let them take heed, the Spring comes on 
Mar. To me now., | ; 
They ſeem'd as noble Viſitants. 
Clan. To me now 
Nothing leſs Marcellina, for I mark 'em, 
And by this honeſt Light, for yet 'tis Morning, 
Saving the Reverenee of their gilded Doublets 
And Millan Skins, | 
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. Mar. Thou art a ſtrange Wench, Claudia. W 
- Clan, Ye are deceiv'd, they ſhew'd to me dircaly ö 
Court Crabbs that creep a ſide- way for their living, 
yy em by the Breeches that they. beg'd laſt. 
Mar. Peace, my Lady comes; what may that be? 
Euter Lucina, and Lycias be Eunuch.. 
Elan, A Sumner | 
Thar cites to her appear. 
Mar. No more of that, Wench. 
Eun, Midam, what anſwer to your Lord? 
Luc. Pray tell him, I am ſubje& to his Will. 


Fo 
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Eun. Why, worthy Lady? | 

Luc. If ye know, | charge ye, 
Ought in this Meſſage, but what Honeſty, 
The Truſt and fair Obedience of a Servant, 
May well deliver, yet take heed, and belp me. 

Fun. Madam, F. am no Broker. i | ; 

Clan. Ill be hang'd then. i 

Eun. Norbaſe Procurer of Mens Luſts; Your Husband 2 | 
Pray'd me to do this Office, I have done i 50 | 145 i 
It reſts in you to oma, or no. | | 

Luc. | will, Sir. 

Eun, If ye miſtruſt me, d not 

Luc. Ye appear. ſo worthy, 
And tio all my Senſe ſo honeſt, 
And this is fach a certain a gn ye have brougbt me, / 
Thar believe. We 

Eun. Why ſhould I cozen you ?. 
Or were | bild d to. do this Villany, 
Zan Money proſper, or the Fool that takes i”, 
When ſuch. a Virtue falls? f 15 
- 5 8 Lic. 


Eun. Why weep you, Madam? £4 
Excellent Lady, there are none will hurt you. . 
Luc. Ido beſeech you tell me, Sir. 7 
Eun. What, Lady? 15 2 by 
Luc. Serve ye Emperor ? * 
Eun, I do. | I 
Luc. In what Place? [bc 
Eun. In's Chamber, Madam. 12 
Luc. Do you ſerve his Will too? Lf 
Eun. In fair and. juſt Commands. i 
Luc. Are ye a Roman ? 4 
Eun. Yes noble Lady, and a Mantuan. 25 
Luc. What Office bore your Parents? . 
Eun. One was Pretor. 5 
Luc. Take then hecd how you ſtain his Reputation. -» 
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5 | Lac. I thank you. 


5 
7 
& 


One ſtroke, and if he ſcape me then, h'as Mercy. 
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Luc. Ye ſpeak well, Sir; Bon 
Wou'd all the reſt that ſerve the Empcror 
Had but your way-, -. ..-- | 
Clan. And ſo they have ad ungue m. 

Luc. Pray tell my Lord, I have receiv'd his Token, 
And will not fail to meet him; yet, good Sir, thus much 
Before you go, I de beſeech ye too, | 
As little notice as ye can, deliver | RD, 
Of my Appearance there. 

Eun. It ſhall be, Madam, 

And ſo l wiſh you Happineſs. . 
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[ Exennt. 


SCENE III. . 
Tumult and Noiſe within. Enter Æcius purſuing Pontius rbe Cap- 
- tain, and Maximus following. 


Max. Temper your felf, Æcius. 
Pon. Hold, my Lord. p 


I am a Roman, and a Soldier. 


Max. Pray, Sir. : 

Eci. Thou art a lying Villain, and a Traitor; 
Give me my (elf, or by rhe Gods, my Friend, 
You'll mike me dangerous; how dar'ft thou pluck 
The Soldiers to Sedition, and I living, - | | 
And ſow Rebellion in 'em, and even then CEO 
When I am drawing out to action? 

Pon. Hear me. 

Max. Are ye a Man? 
Aci. I ama true hearted, Maximus, 
And if the Villain live, we are diſhonour'd. 

Max, But hear him what he can ſay. 

Aci. That's the way — 29 
To pardon him; | am fo eake-natur'd, 
That if he ſpeak but humbly I forgive him. 

Pon. | do beſeech ye, noble General. 

ci. Mas found the way already ; give me room 


Pon, 1 do not call ye Noble, that 1 fear ye, 
I never car'd for Death; if ye will kill me, 
Conſider firſt for what, not what you can do; 
Tis true, | know ye for my General, 
And by that great Prerogative may kill: 
But do it july Wen = ene 

ci. He argues with me: 


By Heav'n a made up Rebel. 


Max. Pray conſider, | | 
| ' W bat. 


22 


For that ſhews worſe, ÆErius: All your: Friendſhip, 


Makes me ſometimes forget my ſelf; for know, 


At leaft Command, ye bear no Arms for Rome, Sir. 


Rather a haſty Sia, chan heinous. - Kei. Speak. 


| We durſt go naked, durſt want Meat, and Mony 
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th „ Tragedy of ny - 
-What certain grounds ye have for this. 
ci. What grounds? | 
Did I not take Lim preaching to the Soldiers 
How lazily they liv'd, and what Diſhonours 
It was to ſerve 4 Prince fo full ot Woman? 
Thoſe were his very words, Friend. 
Max. Theſe, Acins, 
Though they were. raſhly ſopke, which 41 aki Error 
(A great one, Pontius) yet from him that hungers 
For aw and brave Imployment, might be pardon'd. 
5 Heart, and harbour'd Thoughts of Ill, make Traitors, 


ot ſpleeny Speeches. Aci. Why ſhould you protect him? 
Go too, it thews not honeſt. Max. Taint me not, 


And that ꝓ retended Love ye lay upon me, 

Hold back my Honeſty, is like a Favour 

You do your Slave to day, to morrow hang him. 
Was I your Boſom- piece for this? ci. Forgive me z 
The Nature of my Zeal, and for my Country, 


Though 1 muſt ſtrive to be without my Paſſions, 

am no God: For you, Sir, whoſe Infection 

Has ſpread it ſelf like Poiſon through the Army, 

And caſt a killing fog on. fair Allegiance, 

Firſt thank this noble Gentleman, ye had dy'd elſe. 

Neut from your Place, and honour of a Soldier, 

I here ſeclude you. Pon. May I ſpeak yet? Max. Hear him, 
Aci. And while Acins holds a Reputation, 


Pon. Againſt her 1 ſhall never: The condemn'd Man 
Has yet that privilege to ſpeak, my Lord; 
Law were not equal elſe. Max. Pray hear, eiu. * 
For havpily the fault he has committed, 
Though I believe it mighiy, yet conſider d, 
If Mercy may be thought upon, will prove 


Pon. Tis dy my Lord, ye took me tyr'd with Peace, 
My Words almoſt :s,ragged as my Fortunes: 
»Tis true, I told the Soldier whom we ſerv'd, 
And then bewail'd, we had an Emperor + 
Led from us by the flouriſhes of Fencersz, *, , 
I blam'd him 100 for Women. Sci. To the reſt,.. Sir. 1 

Pon. And like enough, 1 bleſt him then as Soldiers 
Wil do ſometimes : Tis true | told em too, 
We lay at Home, to ſhew our Country 
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And 


And by mine Honour, and my Love to Caſar, 
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The Tragedy of Valenzinian, © 23 

And when the Slave drinks Wine, we durſt be thirfly: : 

told 'em this too, that the Trees and Roots 

Were our beſt Pay-maſters; the Charity 

Of longing Women, that had bought our Bodies, 

Our Beds, Fires, Taylors, Nurſes; nay, I told 'em, 

(For you ſhall hear the greate® Sip, I ſaid, Sit) 

By that time there be Wars again, our Bodies, 

Laden with Scars and Aches, and ill der Paß 5 

Heats, and perpetual Wants, were fitter Prayers, 

And certain Graves, than cope the Fee on Crutches: 

'Tis likely too, I counſel'd em to turn 

Their warlike Pikes to Plough-ſhares, their ſure Targets 

And Swords hatch'd with the Blood of many Nations, 

® To Spades, and pruning Knives, for theſe get Mony, 

= Their warlike Eagles, into Daws, or Starlings, _. 

To give an Ave Caeſar as he paſſes, | 

And be rewarded with a thouſand Drachma's : | 

Por thus we get but Years and Beets. ci. What think you, 

Were theſe Words to be ſpoken by a Captain, | 

One that ſhould give Example? Aar. Twas too much. 
Pon. My Lord, I did not wooe em from the Empire, 

Nor bid em turn their daring Steel *gainſt Ceſar ; 

The Gods for ever hate me, if that Motion 

Were part of me: Give me but Imployment, Sir, 

And way to live, and where you hold me vicious, 

Bred up in Mutiny z my Sword ſhall tell ye, 

And if you pleaſe, that Place I held, maintain. it, 

'Gainſt the moſt daring Foes of Rome, I am honeſt, . 

A lover of my Country, one that holds 

His Life no longer his, than kept for Ceſar. 

Weigh not (1 thus low on my Knee beſeech yoy) 

W hart my rude Tongue diſcover'd, *twas my Want, 

No other part of Pontius: You have ſeen me, 

And you, my Lord, do ſomething for my Country, 

And both beheld the Wounds I gave and took, 

Not like a backward Traitor. Aci. All this Language 

Makes but againſt you, Pontius, you are caſt, | 


% 
- 


Buy me ſhall never be reſtored; in my Cam 
== 1 will not have a Tongue, though ro himſelf, 
2 Dare talk but near Sedition; as ! govern, 

All ſhall obey; and when they want, their Duty 

And ready Service ſhall redrefs their Needs, 

Not prating what they would be. Pon. Thus I leave ye, 
| Yet ſhall my Prayers ſlill, although my Fortunes | 
Muſt follow ycu no more, be (till abaut ye, | 
8 5 | ods 
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24 I)z)e Trageuy of \Valentinian, 
| Gods give ye where ye fight the Victory, . waz" th 
Ve cannot caſt my Wiſhes. Tei. Come my Lord. bin 
Nov to the Field again. Aar. Alas poor Pontius! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Chile x at one Door, Lycinius and Balbus at anorber. 
J ye. How now? Chi, She's come. 
Bal, Then I'll to the Emperor,” - 5 
(bi Do; ls the Muſick placed well? Tyc. Excellent. 
. (bi. Lycinius, you and Proculus receive her 
| In the great Chamber, at her Entrance, 
Let me alone; and do you hear Heiuius, 
Pray et the Ladies ply her further off, | 
And with much more Diſcretion: One Word more. 
E, --- | . 
Chi, Are the Jewels, and thaſe ropes of Pearl, 
Laid in the way ſhe paſlcs ? & 


# 


Enter Emperor, Balbus and Proculus. 33 
Lyc. T»ke no care, Man. i 5 8975 [Ex. Lyc. 
Fm. What, is ſhe come? Cbi. She is, Sir; but 't were beſt 
Your Grace were ſeen laſt to her. Emp. So | mean; 
. Kcep the Court empty, Proculus. Pro. Tis done, Sir. | 
Emp. Be not too ſudden to her, © Chr, Good your Grace 
Retire, and Man your ſelf; let us alone | 
We are no Children this way: Do you hear, Sir? 
"Tis neceſſary that her Waiting-women 
Be cut off in the Lobby, by ſome Ladies, 
They'd t reak the buſineſs elſe. Emp. Tis true, they ſhall. 
Cbi. Remember your place, Proculus. 


Pro. I warrant ye. [ Exernnt Emp. Balb. and Pro. 


Enter Lucina, Claudia, and Marcellina. 
Chi. She enters; Who are Waitors there? The Emperor 
Calls for his Horſe to air himſelf. Lac. I am glad XY 
come fo happily to take him abſent, | 
This takes away a little fear; I know him, 
Now | begin ro fear again: Oh Honour, 
If ever thou hadſt Temple in weak Woman, 
And Sac:;fice of Modeſty burnt to thee, _ 2 
Hold me fiſt now, and help me. Chi. Noble Madam, 
Ve are welcome to the Court, moſt nobly welcome, 
Ye are a Stranger, Lady. Luc. I de fire ſo. 
Chi, A wondrous Stranger here, nothing fo ſtrange: 
And therefore need a Guide, | think. Luc. I do, Sir, 
And that a good one roo. Chi. My Service, Lady. | 
Shall be your Guard in this Place: But fray ye tell me, 4 f 
; FRY Are 
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1I0be Tragedy of Valentini. 25 
: Are ye reſoly'd a Courtier? Cue. No, 1 hope, Sir. Bs Lily : 
Clan. You are, Sir. Chi. Yes, my fair one, Clau. So it ſeems, 2 


You are fo ready to beſtow your ſelf. 
Pray what might coſt thoſe Breeches? _ 
ci. Would you wear em? Way | 
Madam, ye have a Witty Woman. Mar. Two, Sir, 
Or elſe ye underbuy us. Luc. Leave your talking: 
But is my Lord here, I beſeech ye, Sir? £ 
'* Chi, He is, ſweet Lady, and muſt take this kindly, 
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Exceeding kindly of ye, wondrous kindly, 

2 Ve come lo far to viſit him: I'll guide ye. 5 

* 5 HY Luc. W hither 2 Chi. Why, to your Lord. | Luc. Is it ſo hard, Sir, 

*X#:  * To find him in this place without a Guide? 

For I would willingly not trouble you. | : 
Chi. Ir will be fo for you that are a Stranger; 
Nor can it be a trouble to do ſervice 

To ſuch a worthy Beauty, and beſide 
Mar. I ſee he will go with us. Clan. Let him amble. 
Chi. It fits not that a Lady of your reckoning, 

Should paſs without Attendants. Luc. I have twe, Sir. 
Chi. I mean without a Man: You'll ſee the Emperor? 
Luc. Alas, I am not fit, Sir. Chi, You are well enough; 

He'll rake it wondrous kindly: Hark. Luc. Ye flatter; 

6 Good Sir, no more of that. Chi, Well, I but tell ye. 

| | Luc, Will ye go forward; ſince I muſt be Man'd, 

Pray take your Place. Clau. Cinnor ye Man us toc, Sir ? 
Chi. Give me but time, Mar. And you'll try all things? | 
Chi. No, I'll make ye no ſuch'promiſe. Claud. If ye do, Sir, | 

Take heed ye ſtand to'c, Chi. Wondrous merry Ladies. 

Luc, The Wenches are diſpos'd, x ray keep your way, Sir.[ Exeunr. 
Enter Lycinius, Proculus, and Balbus. | 
Lyc. She is coming up the Stairs; Now the Muſick ; 
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| 6 8 And as that ſtirs her, let's ſet on: Perſumes there. Ly 
" Pro. Diſcover all the Jewels. ,Lyc. Peace. ( Muſick. 
: if SONGS. 
= Fe Now the lufly Spring is ſeen 
. Golden Viet gaudy Blue, | 


Daintily invite the View. 
Every where, on every Green, 
- : Roſes bluſhing as they blow, 
And inticmg Men to pull, 
Lillies whiter than the Snow, 
M vodbines of ſweet Honey full. 
bk Se D r FI / 9.4 All 


— 


% 3 * 
? 


: « 


- . 
* — — * 
——ů— — o - 
—— — 
—— * — — A IL . 


- — —ę— — ——V— — —— —U—ö 
- —— — — 
. 


* 


- ptr — 
—— — — — — — _ 
— — - - " - 
— = - — 8 — — — — — — — — — - - - 
— — . — — — — = = 
4 5 . N 6 " _ 
. — — — — _> G Bp . — 
— 4 - ar —— o VS - — — — - CT 
* . _ - — — 5 — PTY wy = 
* — _ — = 
= 
- 
Ae _ — og. co - 
————z— —— — — — — 2 — — — — — pw * _ 
, 5 
9 « 


_ a” 


The Tragedy of Valentinian. 

A Lues, Emblems, and all cry, 

2 © | Ladies, if not pluck'd we die. | 
CT Lees Ter the luſty Spring bath ſtaid, 

c A Bling red and pureſt White, © 1 "ys 

Daintily to Love invite, _ 
. Cherries kiſſing as grow 8 M4 
Aud inviting Men to t - 

Apples even ripe below, 

- Winding gently to the waſte, 
All Love's Emblems and all cry, 
Ladies, if not pluck'd we die. 
* 5 8 E. C Q N D. 
Hear ye, Ladies, that deſpiſe, 
What the mighty Love bas done, 
Fear Examples, and be wiſe, ap 
Fair Cabſto was 4 Nun, 5 ED 

Lada ſailing on tbe Stream, 

a To deceiug the haet of Man, 

Love account ing but a Dream, 

Daatad on 4 ſilver Swan. 

Danse iy 4 Brazen Tower, | 

Where no Lou wag, lou d a Shower. 

Heer ye Ladies that avs | 
„ 

ear t cone fs : 

_ The cbaſte _ 1 => Woo: > 
Veſta &indling Fives, | 
Cirelad round with Spies, 
Never dreaming looſe Der os, 

Doating at the Altar dies. 
Illion in @ ſhore Hour bigber, 
He can build, aud once more f. 


Buer Chilax, Lucina, Claudia, and Marcellina. 
Luc, Pray Heav'n my Lord be here, for now I fear it. 
Well Ring, if thoy-hece'it countcrfeir, or ſtol'n, 
As by this Preparation k ſuſpe& it. 
Thou haſt berray'd thy Miſtxe(s.: Pray, Sir, for ward, 
F would fain fee my Lord. Chi. Bug tell me, Madam, 
How do ye like the Seng? Aye. U like the Air well, 
But for the Words, they arc laſcivieus, . 
And over-light for Ladies. Gli. All ours lave em. 
Luc. Tis like enongb, for yours-are loving Ladies. 
He. Madam, ye are welcome te the Court. Who waits? 
IAG Attendants 
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. Attendants for this Lady. © Luc. Ye miſtake, Sir; 

1 bring no Triumph with me. He. But much Honour. 
Fo. Why this was nobly done, and like a Neighbour ; 
So freely of your ſelf to be a Viſitant, 

The Emperor ſhall | aha ye thanks for this. Luc. O no, Sir; 
There's Locking to deſerve *em. - Pro. Yes, your Preſence. | 
Lac. Good Gentlemen be patient, and believe | 
I come to ſee my Husband, on Command roo, 
I were no Courticr clic. - Lye, That's all one, Lady, 
Now ye are here, you're welcome; and the Emperor, 
Who loves ye but too well=— Luc. No more of that, Sir, 
I came not to be Catechiz d. Pro. Ah, Sirrah £85 
And have we got you here? faith, Noble Lady, 
We'll keep ye one Month Courtier. Luc. Gods defend, Sir 
I never lik d a Trade worſe. Pro. Hark ye. Luc. No, Sir. 
Pro. Yeare grown the ſtrangeſt Lady- . How ? Pro. By — n, 
Tis true I tell ye, and you'll find it. Luc. I? 
III rather find my Grave, and fo inform him. 
Pro, Is it not pity, Gentlemen, this Lady 
- (Nay II] deal roughly with ye, yet "not hurt ye) 
Should live alone, and give fuch heav 'nly Beauty 
Only to Walls and Lac. Good Sir, Patience: 
I am no Wonder, neither come to that end, 
Ye do my Lord an injury ro ſtay me, 
Who, though you are the Prince's, yet dare tell ye, 


He keeps no Wife for yo Bal. Well, well, Lady; 
However you are pleas'd to think of us, 4 


Ye are welcome, and ye ſhall be welcome. Tue. Shew it 
In that I come for then, in leading me 
 [Zewels ſbew d. 


4 * 
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Ree. 
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. © Nay ye may draw the Curtain; 1 have ſeen 'em, 


Where my lov'd Lord is, not in ffattery : 
But none worth half my Honeſty: Clan. Are theſe, Sir, 
Laid here to take? Pro. Yes, for your Lady, Gentlewomen. 
Mar. We had been doing elſe. Hal. Meaner Jewels 
Would fit your Worths. Clan. And meaner Cloaths your Bodies. 
Luc. The Gods ſhall kill me Erft. Lyc. 1 
Pch* Emperor's Arms; go to, but be not — 
Theſe are but Talks, ſweet Lady. 
Enter Phorba and Attlelia. i 
| Phor. Where is this Stranger? Ruſhes, Ladies, Rules 
Ruſhes as green as Summer for this Stranger. | 
| Pro, Here's Ladies come to ſee you; Luc. Von are gone then? 
I take it tis your Ge. Pro. Or rather Manners; 
You are better fitted, Madam, we but tire ye, 
Therefore we'll leave ys for an Hour, and bring 
Your much lov'd Lor unto * ¶Exemmt. 
; + * | Enc, 
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| How did you find the way to Court? 


To be a fad Lucina. 


7 And. not have ſcen me? 


ö - 
- 
* 8 


1 
ij 


Luc. Then I'll thank WW i e ee 
1 am Betray'd for certain; well Lucina, "32 
If thou do'ſt fall from Virtue, may the Earth, 
That after Death ſhould ſhoot up Gardens of the e 
Spreading thy living Goodneſs into Branches, 
Fly from thee, and the hot Sun find thy Vices. © 
Phor. You are a welcome Woman. Ard. Bleſs me Heav' ny 
Lic, | know not; 
Would I had never trod it. Pbor. Prithee tell me, 
Good noble Lady, and good ſweet Heart love us, 
For we love the extreamly; is not this Place 
A Paradice to live in? Luc. To thoſe People 
That know no other Paradice but Pleaſure; 
That little | enjoy contents me better. 
Ard. What, heard ye any Muſick yet? Luc, Too n much. 
Phor. You muſt not be thus ſroward; what, this Gown 
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Is one o'th* prettieſt by my Troth, Ardelia, 


I ever ſaw yet; 'twas not to frown in, Lady, 
Ye put this Gown on when ye came. Ard. How do ye? 
Alas poor Wretch, how cold it is! Luc. Content ye; 
I am as well as may be, and as temperate, 
If ye will let me be ſo: Where's my Lord? | 
For. there's the buſineſs that 1 same for, Ladies. 

bor. We'll lead ye to him, he's ith' Gallery. 

Ard. We'll ſnew ye all the Court too. Luc. Shew me binn, 


Ard ye have ſhew'd me all I come to look on. 


Phor. Come on, we'll be your Guides, and as ye gb, 
We have ſome pretty Tales to tell ye, Lady, | ; 
Shall make ye merry too; ye come not here, "LOT 
Luc. Would I might not. '[Exennr. 
Enter Chilax and Balbus. f | 
Chi. Now the ſoft Muſick; Balbus run. 


Bal I fly, Boy. [ Exit Balbus. 
Chi. The Women by this time arc worming of br 
If ſhe can hold out them, the Emperor . Wert I 


Takes her to task: He has her; bark the Muſick. 


Enter Emperor and 3 eee 
Luc. Good your Grace, Abe RN 
Where are my Women, Sir? 
Emp. They are wiſe, behold ing 
What you think ſcorn to look on, the Court's Bravery: 
-W ould: you have run away ſo ſlily, Lady, Ane. 
Luc. I beſeech your: Majeſty, * an 
Conſider what. am, and whoſe. Emp. I do fo. 
Luc. Believe me, | ſhall never make a Whore, Sir. 
Ep. A Friend ye may, and to that Man that loves ye;  - + 
More than you love * Virtue. Luc. Sacred e. | 
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2.  The«Tragedy of Valentiniag. 2 
Em. You ſhall not kneel to me, Sweet. Luc. Lock upon me, 

And if ye be fo cruel to abuſe me, F 
Think how the Gods will take it ; Does this Beauty 7 50 
Afflict your Soul ? Pl hide it from you eveer. 
Nay more, I will become fo leprous, s.. 
That ye ſhall curſe me from ye: My dear Lord 5 21 
Has ſerv'd ye ever truly, fought, your Bautels, © * 


As if he daily long'd to dye for Caſar; 
Was never Traitor, Sir, nor never tainteed 
In all the Actions of his Life. Em. L know it. 5 
Luc. His Fame and Family have grown together, i 
And ſpread together like to ſailing Cedars, 
Over the Roman Diadem; oh let not, 
As ye have any Fleſh that's human in you, 
The having of a modeſt Wife decline him, | 2 
Let not my Virtue be the Wedge to break him; 85 
1 do not think ye are laſcivious 30 
Theſe wanton Men belye ye, you are Cæſar, 
Which is the Father of the Empire's Honour, 
Ye are too near the Nature of the Gods, 
To wrong the weakeſt of all Creatures, Women: 
Emp. | dare not do it here. Riſe fair Lucina, 
I did but try your Temper, ye are honeſt, 4 
And with the Commendations wait on that 
Fl lead ye to your Lord, and ye to him: 


Wipe your fair Eyes: He that endeavours III, an 
May well delay, but never quench his Hell, [ Exe. 
0 — — | 1 * 2 306 


Euer Obilax, Lycinis, Proculus, and Balbus. 
chi. Is done, Lycinius, He. How ? Chi. I ſhame to tell it; 

It there be any Juſtice, we ate Villains, 

And muſt beſo rewarded. _Bal. If it be done, 

I take it *tis no time now to Repent ii: _ | 

Let's make the beſt o'ch' Trade. Pro. Now Veng ance take it. 

Why ſhould not he have ſettled on a Beauty, F 

Whoſe Honeſty ſtuck in a piece of Tiſſue, 

Or one a Ring might rule, or ſuch a ue 

That had an itching Husband to be honourable, 

And Ground to get it: If he muſt have Women, 1 F 
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And no allay without em. why not thoſe bY r 8 
That know the Miſery, and are beſt able 

To play again with judgment? Such as ſhe is,, 

Grant they be won wirh long Seige, endleſs Travel, 2 
And brought to Opportunity with Millions Vet 
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$6 me veoh of: Vilentinitan. 
= Yet when they cothe to Motion, their cold Virtue” | 
Keeps em like Cakes of Ice z HI melt a Chriſtal, 
And. rake a dead Flint fire himſelf, e er the 
Give greater Heat, than now d ing Embers 
Give to old Men that watch em. Zyc. A good Whore - 
moot fav'd all this, and happily z$wholſome ; _ 
y, and the thing once done too, as well thought of; 
BY this ſame Chaſtity forſooth. Pro. A Pox or. N 
Why ſhould not Women be as free as we ate | 
"They are, but not in «nd far freer, ES 852 
And the more bold ye bear your ſelf, more Welcome, 
And there is nothing ye dare fax, but 3 5 


But they dare hear. 
Emperor ard Lacine. 
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Enter 

Chi. The Kmpetas! Away, | eh 

And if we can repent, tet's Home- and pray. { Exennt. 

Emp. Your only Virtue now is Patience, 3 

Take heed, and ſave your Honour ; if you ta 
Luc. As long as 1s Motion ay Body, 

* Life to give me Words, Pl cry for Iuſtier. 
, . Juſtice ſhall never hear lam Juſtice. 

f 29 ilt thou not kill me, Monſter, Ravither, 
Thou bitter Bane o'th' Empire, look upon me, 
And if thy guilty Eyes dare ſee tficſe Ruins, 1 
Thy wild Luft hath laid level with Diſhonour, | Ts 
The Sacrilegious Razing of rhis Temple, 

The Mother of thy black Sins would kave bluſh'd at ; 
Bebold-and-Curſe- thy ſelf; the Gods will find thee, 
That's all my. Refuge now, for they are ES: 
Vengeance und Horror circle thee z the Empire, 

In which t 2 v'it a 3 ka rene: Surfeir, _ 

Like Poiſon will ood Men raze thee” 

For ever being wa n, — bat Vicious 

Women, and fearſul Maids, make Vows againſt erg 

Thy own Slaves, if they hear of this, ſhall hate: thec; 

And thoſe thou haſt corrupted firft fall from thee; 

And if thow let me Ne, the Soldier, 

h- Obadienges: 


Tyr'd with thy Tyraumes, break throug of tt 
And ſhake his ion Steel at thee. Fp. This prevails not; 
Nor any Agony ye utter, Lady. 
If I have done a Sin, curſe Kechar” Se, Nittel 
Curſe the firſt Cauley the Wiicheretr: thir abus . 9 N 
Curſe thoſe fair Eyes, and curſe that heay nhy Maοj,ft.é | bn 
And curſe your heing Gove te. Las. Giariouds: Think, $72: 
What Reſtitution enn N rtou-make to fave me? 
"=. Pl ever" * I; bs Thou 2 
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fror that which was mine Honour, thou haſt murder dd. K 
And can there be a Love in Violence? 
= Huy. You ſhall be only mine. Luc. Vet 1 like better 
= Thy Villany, than Flattery, that's thine own, a 
8 The other baſely counterfeitz fly from me, 

Or for thy Safety ſake and Witdom Kill me, 4 5 725 
For | am worſe than thou art? thou may'ſt pray, e i; 
And ſo recover Grace; I am loſt for ever, _ _ | | 5 | 
And if thou let'ſt me live, th' art loſt thy ſelf too. ä | 1 5 - 
vs Emp. I fear no Loſs but Love, 1 ſtand above it. ; 
Luc. Call in your Lady Bawds, and gil led Pandars, | 14 
And let them triumph too, and fing to Ceſar, | | : 
3 Lucing's fallen. the chaſt Lucina's conquer'd. | 2 


Gods, what a wretched Thing has this made me? 
For I am now no Wife for Maximns, 18 * 
FJ. No Company for Women that are virtuous, 11 Da | / 
No Family I now can claim, nor Country, | 
Nor Name, but Cefar's Whore.+O ſacred Ceſar, 
(For that ſhould be your Title) was your Empire, 
Your Rods, and Axes, that are Tipes of Juftice, 
Thoſe Fires that ever burn, to beg you Bleſſings, 
TE The Peoples Adoration, Fear of Nations, 
What Victory can bring ye Home, what elſe 
The uſcful Elements can make your Servant, 
Even Light it ſelf, and Suns of Light, Truth, Juſtice, 
Mercy, and Starlike Piety, ſent to you, | 
And from the Gods themſelves, to raviſh Women? 
= The Curſes that | owe to Enemies, 
„Even thoſe the Sabines ſent, when NRomulu: 
us thou haſt me) raviſh'd their noble Maids, | 
Made more, and heavier, light on thee. Emp. This helps not. 
' 3 Luc. The Sins of Targuin be r-member'd in thee, 
And where there has a chaſte Wife been abus'd, 
Cet ii be thine, the Shame thine, thine the SEnghter, 
And laſt fcr eyer, thine, the fear'd Example. - 
W here ſhall poer Virtue live, now I am fall'n? 
| What can your Honours now, ard Empire make me, 
Bur a more glorious Whore? Emp. A better Woman: 
But if ye will be blind, and ſcorn it, who can help it? 
Come leave theſe Lamentations, they do nothing 
Fut make a Noiſe, I am rhe ſame Man ftill, 
Were ic to do again; therefore be wifer, 
* By all this holy Light, I ſhould attempt it, 
T Ye are ſo Excellent, and made ro raviſh, GT POL Ea. | 
The ue were no Pleaſure in you eſe. fuer Oh Villain! | 
_ Emp, $o bred for Man's amazement, that my Reaſon | | 
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33: he Nagech oy Valentinian. 

7 And every help to hold me ri has loſt me; f LF dof 
The God of Love himſelf had been before me, 
Had he but Power to fee ye; tell me juſtly, - 


How can I chuſe but Err then? If ye dare, 
Be mine, and only mine, for ye are ſo precious, 
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I envy any other ſhould enjoy ye, + - * 

' Almoſt look on ye; and your daring. Husband - 
Shall know h' as kept an Off'ring from the Empire, 
Too Holy for his Altars; be the mightieſt, 

More than my ſelf Vil make it: If ye will not, 

Sit down with this, and ſilence, for which Wiſdom 
Ye ſhall have Uſe of me, and much Honour ever, 
And be the ſame you were; if ye divulge it. ; 
Know el am far above the Faults I do, 

And thoſe I do, I am able to forgive too | 

And where your Credit in the Knowledge of it, 

May be with Gloſs enough ſuſpe&ed, mine 

Is as mine-own Command ſhall make it : Princes, | 
Though they be ſometime ſubject co looſe Whiſpers, 
Vet wear they two-edg'd Swords for open Centures : 
Your Hus band cannot help ye, nor the Soldier; 
Your Huzband is my Creature, they my Weapons, 
And only where I bid 'em, firike; 1 feed 'em. 

Nor can the Gods be angry at this Action, 

For as they make me moſt, they mean me happieſt, 
Which I had never been without this Pleaſure : 
Conſider, and farewel : You'll find your Women 


At Home before ye, they have had ſome Sport too, 
But are mere thankful for it. Exit Emperor. 


Luc. Deſtruction find thee. 
Now which way muſt Il go? My honeſt Houſe 
Will ſhake to ſhelter me, my Husband fly me, 
My Family, becauſe they are Honeſt, and deſire to be ſo, 
Muſt not endure me, not a Neighbour know me: 
What Woman now dare ſce me without Bluſhes, 
And pointing as I paſs, There, there, behold her, 
Look on her little Children, that is ſhe, | 
That handſome Lady, mark. O my fad Fortunes! 
Is this the end of- Goodneſs, this the Price | 
Ot all my early Prayers to protect me? 
Why then I ſce there is no God but Power, 
Nor Virtue now alive that cares for us, 
But what is either Lame or Senſual, 
Ho had been thus wretched elſe? 
| mus and Æcius. 
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232 » The Tragedy of Valentinian. 4 - $8: 
Command the Company that Pontius loſt, — 
And ſee the Foſſes deeper. Max. How now ſweet Heart, 
What make you here, and thus? Aci. Lucina weeping? 
This muſt be much Offence. Max. Look up and tell me, 
Why are you thus ? My Ring? O Friend, I have found it! 
Ye were at Court, Sweet? Luc. Yes, this brought me thither. 
Mar. Riſe, and go Home: I have my Fearr, Æcius: 
Oh my beſt Friend, I am ruin'd; go Lucina, | 
Already in thy Tears, 1 have read thy Wrongs, 
Already found a Cæſar; Fe thou Lilly, 
Thou ſweetlj drooping Flow'r: Go ſilver Swan, 
And ſing thine own ſad Requiem: Go Lucina, 
And if . hou dar*ſt, out-live this wrong. Luc. I dare not. 
ci. Is that the Ring ye loſt? Max. Thar, that, AMcins, 
Thar curſed Ring, my ſelf, and all my Fortunes: 
- ?Thas pleas d the Emperor, my noble Maſter, 
For all my Services, and Dangers for him, 
To make me mine own Pandar; was this Juſtice ? 
Oh my Mcius, have I liv'd to bear this? 
Luc. Farewel for ever, Sir. Max. That's a ſad ſaying ; 
But ſuch a one becomes ye well, Lucina: 
And yet methinks we ſhould not part ſo lightly, 
Our Loves have been of longer growth, more rooted 
Than the ſharp Word of one Farewel can ſcatter. 
Kiſs me: I find no Ceſar here; theſe Lips 
Taſte not of Raviſher in my Opinion. 
Was it not ſo? Luc. O! Yes. Max. I dare believe thee, 
For thou wert ever Truth it ſelf, and Sweetneſs : 
Indeed ſhe was, Aicins, Eci. So he is ſtill. 
Max. Once more: O my Lucina; O my Comfort, 
The Bleſſing of my Youth, the Life of my Life. 
ci. I have ſeen enough to ſtagger my Obedience: 
Hold me ye equal Gods, this is too ſinful. 

Max. Why wert thou choſen out to make n Whore of? 8 
To me thou wert too chaſte: Fall Chriſts] Fountains, 
And ever feed your Streams you riſing Sorrows, F 
Till you have dropt your Miſtreſs into Marble. 

Now go for ever from me. Luc. Long farewel, Sir. 
And as I have been Loyal, Gods think on me. 

Max. Stay, let me once more hid Farewel, Lucina, 
Farewel thou excellent Example of us, 
Thou ſtarry Virtue, fare thee well, ſcek Heav'n, 
And there by Caſſopeia ſhine in Glory, | 
We are too baſe and dirty to preſerve thee. 

Eci. Nay, I muſt kiſs too: Such a Kiſs again, 

And from a Woman of ſo ripe K Virtue, 
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34 The Tragedy of Valentinian. 
. iut muſt not take: Farewel thou Phenix, 

If thou wilt die, Lucina; which well weigh'd 

If you can ceaſe a while from theſe ſtrange Thoughts, 

1 wiſh were rather alter'd. Luc. No. ci. Miſtake nor. 
1 would not ftain your Honour for the Empire, 
Nor any way decline 1 to Diſeredit, 
"Tis not my fair Profeſſion, but a Villain's: 

1 find and feel ycur Loſs as deep as you do, 

And am the ſame Mcins, ſtill as Honeſt, 

The fame Lite I have ſtill for Maximus, 

The ſame Sword wear for you, where Juſtice wills me, 
And 's no dull one: Therefore miſconceive not: 

Only I would have you live a little longer, 


But a ſhort Year.” Max. She muſt not. Luc. Why ſo long, Sir, 


Am | not grey enough with Gricf already? 

Aci. To draw from that wild Man a ſweet Repentance, 
And Goodneſs in his Days to come. Max. They are ſo, 
And will be ever coming, my eius. | 

Aci. For who knows, but the ſight of you, preſenting 
Hs {woln Sins at the ful}, and your fair Virtues, 

May like a fearful Viſion fright his Follies, | 
And once more bend him right again, which Bleſſing 
(If-your dark Wrongs would give you leaye to read) 
Is more than Death, and the Reward more glot: ious : 
Death only caſes you; this, the whole Empire: 
Beſides compell'd, and forc'd with Violence, 

To what ye have done, the Deed is none of yours, 
No nor the Juſtice neither; ye may live, 
And ſtill a worthier Woman, ftill more honour'd : 
For are thoſe Trees the worle we tear the Fruits from? 
Or ſhould the Eternal Gods defire to periſh, 
Becauſe we daily violate their Truths, 
Which is the Chaſtity of Heav'n? No, Lady, 
It ye dare live, ye may: And as our Sins 
Makes them more full of Equity and Juſtice, 
So this compulſive wrong makes you more perfect: 
The Empire too will bleſs ye. Max. Noble Sir, 
If ſhe were any thing to me but Honour, 
Ard that that's wedded to me too, laid in, 
Not to be worn away without my Being; 
Or could the Wrong be hers alone, or mine, 

Or both our Wrongs, not ty'd to after Iſſues, 
Not born anew in all our Names and Kindreds, 
I would defiic her live; nay more, compel her: 
But fince it was not Youth, but Malice did it; 


And not her own, nor mine, but both our Loſſes, 


Nor. 
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The Tragedy of Valentinian. 2 35 
Nor ſtays it there, but that our Names muſt find it 
Even thoſe to come; and when they Read, ſhe liv'd, 
Muſt they not ask how often ſhe was raviſh'd, 
And make a doubt ſhe lov'd that more than Wedlock ? 
There fore ſhe.mult not live. Aci. Therefore ſhe muſt live, 
To teach the World ſuch Deaths are ſuperſtitious. | 

Luc. The Tongues of Angels cannot alter me; 

For could the World again reſtore my Credit, 
As fair and abſolute as firſt | bred it, 
That World 1 ſhould not truſt again. The Empire 
By my Life can get nothing but my Story, 
Which whil{ I breath muſt be but his Abuſes: 
And where ye counſcl me to live, that Ceſar 
May ſee his Errors, and repent, PI ll tell ye, 
His Penitence is but Encreaſe of Pleaſures, 
His Prayers never ſaid but to deccive us; 
And when he weeps, as you think for his Vices, 
'Tis but as killing Drops from baleſul Eugh-Trecs 
That rot their honeſt Neighbour : If he can grieve, 
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As one that yet deſires his free Converſion, 


And almoſt gloris in his Penitence, 
I'll leave him Robes to mourn in, my ſad Aſhes. 
ci. The farewels then of happy Souls be with thee, 
And to thy Memory be ever ſung 
The Praiſes of a juſt and conſtant Lady; 
This ſad Day whilſt I live, a Soldier's Tears 
I'll offer on thy Monument, and bri 
Full of thy noble ſelf with Tears untold yet, 
Many a worthy Wife, to weep thy Ruin. | 
Max. All that is Chaſt, upon thy Tomb ſhall flouriſh 
All living Epitaphs be thine; Time, Story, 
And what is left behind to piece our Lives, 
Shall be no more abus'd with Tales and Trifles, 
But full of thee, ſtand to Eternity. 
Aci. Once more fare wel, go find Ely/fum, 


. There where the happy Souls are crown'd with Bleſſings, | 


There where 'tis ever Springs and ever Summer. 


Max. There where no bed-rid Juſtice comes; Truth, Honour, 
Are Keepers of that bleſſed Place; go thither, 


For here thou liveſt chaſt Fire in rotten Timber. 
ci. And fo our laſt Farewels.;, 
Max. Gods give the Juſtice. Exit Lucina. 
Aci. His Thoughts begin to work; 1 fear him, yet 
He ever was a noble Roman, but | "th 
I know not what to think on't, he hath ſuffer'd 
Beyord a Man, if he ſtand * Max. eius, Ke OE 
oh 2 | Am 


N * * * 9 \ 
„ + . 
N 9 — th 


- 4 es * 
y V — 
71 - 
* N w 
* 


* 
** 


3 Valentinian. 
Am l alive, or has a dead Sleep ſeiz d me? 
It was my Wi'e the Emperor abusd thus: | 


And I muſt fay, A 28 I had her for him; | =Þ * 


Muſt 1 nor, my Æcius ci, Tam ſtricken 
With ſuch a {tiff Amazement, chat no Anſwer 
Can readily come from me, nor ne Comfort: 
Will ye go Home, or go to my Houſe? Max. Neither: 
1 have no Home, and you are mad Acius | 
To keep me Company, I am a Fellow | ; 
My own Sword would forſake, not ty'd unto me: 
A Pander isa Prince, to what l am Allen 3 
By Heav'n I dare do nothing. ei. Ve do better. 
Max. | am made a branded Slave, Æciu s, 
And yet | bleſs the Maker; 
Death O' my Soul, muſt I endure this tamely ?. 
Muſt Maximus be mention'd for his Tales? 
I am a Child too; what ſhould i do railing? 
I cannot mend my ſelf, *cis Ceſar did it, 
And what am I ro him? ei. 'Tis well confider'd ; 
However you are tainted, be no Traitor, 7 
Time may out- wear the firſt, the laſt lives ever. 
Max. O that thou wert not living, and my Friend. 
Aci. I'll bear a wary Eye upon your Actions, 
I fear ye Maximus, nor can I blame thee 
If thou break'ſt out, for by the Gods thy Wrong 
ſerves a general Ruin: Do ye love me? 7 
Max. That's all 1 have to live on. ci. Then go with me, 
Ye ſhall not to your own Houſe. Max. Nor to any; 
My Griefs are greater far than Walls can compaſs, 
And yer I wonder how it happens with me, 
J am not dangerous, and O' my Conſcience 
Should I now ſee the Emperor i'th' heat on'r, 
I ſhould not chide him for't, an Awe runs through me, 
I feel it ſenſibly, that binds me to it, | | 
 *Tis at my Heart now, there it fits and rules, 
And methinks 'tis a pleaſure to obey it. 
Aci. This is a Mack to cozen me; I know ye, 
And how far ye dare do; no Roman farther, | 
Nor with more fearleſs Valour; and I'll watch ye: 
Keep that Obedience ſtill, Max. Is a Wife's loſs 
(For her abuſe, much good may do his Grace, 
Fil make as bold with his Wife, if I can) 
More than the fading of a few freſh Colours, 
More than a luſty Spring loſt? + _—- 
Aci. No more, Maximus, to one that truly li ves. | 
Max. Why then | care not, I can live well enough, _— 
| e | or 
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you, Friend, for Virtue, and thoſe Trifles, 15 N 
They may be bought, they 6 Kei. He's craz d a little, 
His Grief has made him talk things from his Nature. 
Max. But Chaſtity is not a thing, I take it, 
Io get in Rome, unleſs it be beſpoken 
5 hundred Year before; is it Afcius? 
y'r Lady, and well handled too 'th' breeding. 
ci, Will ye go any way? Mar. I'Il tell thee, Friend, 
If my Wife for all this ſhould be a W hore now, 
A kind of kicker out of Sheets, *rwould vex me, 
For I am not angry yet; the Emperor 
Is young and handſome, and the Woman Fleſh, 
And may not theſe two couple without ſcratching ? 
ci. Alas, my noble Friend. Max. Alas not me, 
I am not wretched, for there's no Man miſerable | 
But he that makes himſelf ſo. Aci. Will ye walk yet? 
Max. Come, come, ſhe dare not die, Friend, that's the truth on't, 
She knows the inticing Sweets and Delicacies- 
Of a young Prince's pleaſures, and I thank her, 
She has made a way for Maximus to riſe by : 
Will't not become me bravely? Why do you think 
She wept, and ſaid ſhe was Raviſh'd? Keep it here 
And I'll diſcover to you. Aci. Well. Max. She knows 
love no bitten Fleſh, and out of that hope | 
She might be from me, ſhe contriv'd this Knavery ; 
Was it not monſtrous. Friend? ci. Docs he but ſeem ſo, 
Or is he Mad indeed? Mex. O Gods, my Heart! | 
ci. Would it wou'd fairly break. | 
Max. Methinks I am ſomewhat wilder than I was, 
And yet I thank the Gods I know my Duty. 
Enter Claudia. 
Clau. Nay ye may ſpare your Tears; ſhe's dead, 
*She is ſo. Max. Why ſo it ſhould be: How? 
Clan. When firſt ſhe enter'd RENE 
Into her Houſe, after a World of weeping, 
And bluſhing like the Sunsſer, as we fee her; 
Dare I, ſaid ſhe, defile this Houſe with W hore, 
In which his noble Family has flouriſh'd ? - 
At which ſhe fell, and ſtir d no more; we rub'd her. | | 
Max. No more of that; be gone. Now my Acius, [Exit Clau. 
If thou wilt do me pleaſure, weep a little, 
I am ſo parch'd I cannot: Your ie ; 15 
Has brought the Rain down new: Now lead me, Friend, 
And as we walk together, let's pray together truly, 5 
I may not fall from Faith. ci. That's nobly ſpoken. ad 
| f "his Max. 
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Mar. Was I not wild, «Ecins? ci. Somewhat troubled, 
Max. I felt no Sorrow then: Now i'll £0. o with ye, 


But do not name the Woman: Fye, What 

Am Ito weep thus? Geds, Lucina, take thee, 

For thou wert even the beſt, and worthit ſt Lady. 
Ai. Good Sir, no more, I ſhall be melted with it. 
Max. | have done, and good Sir comfort me. 

Would there were Wars now. 

Aci. Settle your Thoughts, come. 

Max. So | have now, Friend, 

Ot my deep Lamentations here's an end. 

Enter Pontius, Phidias, and Aretus. 
Phi. By my Faith, Captain Pontius, beſides pity 

Of your fal''a Fortunes, what to fay I know not, 

For: tis too true the Emperor deſires not, ö ; = 
But my beſt Maſter, any Soldier ncar him. | 

Are. And when he underſtands, he caſt your Fortunes 

For Diſobedience, haw can we incline him ' | 

. | (That are bur under Perſons to his Favours) | 5 

To any fair Opinion? Can ye Sing? 5 
Pon. Not to pleaſe him, Aretus, for my Songs 

Go not to th' Lute, or Viol, but to th* Trumpet, 

My Tune kept on a Target, and my Subject 

The well ſtruck Wounds of Men, not Love, or Women. 

Phi, And thoſe he underſtands not. Pon, He ſhould, Phidzas, 
Are. Could you not leave this killing way a little? 

You. mult it here you would plant yaur ſelf, and rather 

'Learn as we do, to like what thoſe affect 

That are above us: Wear their Actions, 

And think they keep us warm too: What they ſay, 

Though oftentimes they ſpeak a little fooliſhly, 

Not ſtay to conſtrue, but prepare io cxccute, ke 
And think however the end falls, the buſineſs 1 
Cannot run empty- handed. Ph#. Can ye flatter, : 

And if it were put to you, lie a little? 

Pon. Yes, if it be a Living. re. That's well ſaid then. 
Pon. But muſt theſe Lies and. Flattegies be believ d, then? 
Phi, Oh yes, by any means,. Pon. By any means then, 

I cannot lie, nor flatter. Are, Ye muſt ſwear too, 

If ye be there. Pau. I can ſwear, if they move me. 

P )bi. Cannot ye forſwear too. Pon. The Court for ever, 

If it be grown ſo wicked. 

Are. You ſhould procure a little wy bon What's that? 

Mens honeſt ſayings for my Truth? Are. Ob no, Sir : 

But Womens honeſt Actions fox. your pry | 

Po Do you do all theſe things Phi, Do you not like em? 
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Pon. Do ye ask me ſeriouſly, or trifle with me? | 
| 1 am not ſo low yet, to be your Mirth. - = 4 
Are. You do miſtake us, Captain, for ſincerely, _- 
We ask you how you like em? Pon. Then fincerely 
1 rell ye 1 abhor em: They à e ill ways, | 
And I will ſtarve before I fail into 'em. 
The Doers of em Wretches, their baſe hungers 
Cares not whoſe Bread they eat, nor how they pet it. 
Are. What then, Sir? Pon. If you profeſs this Wickedneſs, 
Becauſe ye have been Soldiers, and born Arms, 
The Servants of the brave Æcius, 
And by him put to th' Emperor, give me leave, 
Or I muſt take it elſe, to ſay ye are Villains, 
For all \our Golden Coats, Deboſh'd, baſe Villains, 
Yet I do wear a Sword to tell ye fo. | 
Is this the way you mark our for a Soldier, | 
A Man that has commanded for the Empire, 
And bora the Reputation of a Man ? 
"Are there not lazy things enough call'd Fools and Cowards, 
And poor cnough to be preterr'd for Pandars, Ws” 
But wanting Soldiers muſt be Knaves too? ha: 
This the tri:n courſe of Life: Were not ye born Bawds, 
And ſo inherit but your Rights ? I am poor, 
And may expect a worſe; yet digging, pruning, 
Mending of broken Ways, carrying of Water, 
Planting of Worts, and Onions, any thing 
That's honeſt, and a Man's, I'll rather chuſe, 
Ay, and live better on it, which is juſter, 
Drink my weli-gotten Water with more Pleafure, 
When my Enceavom's done, and Wages paid me, 
Than you do Wine, eat my courſe Bread not curſt, 
And mend upon't; your Diets are Diſeaſes z 
And ſleep as ſoundly, when my Labour bids me, 
As any forward Pandar of ye all, SS 
And riſe a great deal honeſter; my Garments, 
Though not as yours, the ſoft fins of the Empire, 
Yet may be warm, and keep the biting Wind cut, 
When every fingle Breath of peor Opinion 
Finds you through all your Velvets. Are. You have hit it, 
Nor are we thoſe we ſcem; the Lord ein: 
Put us good Men to th' Emperor, ſo we have ſerv'd him 
Though much neglected for it: So dare be till : - 
Your C urſes are not ours: We have ſeen your Fortune, 
Bur yet know no way to redeem it: Means, 
Such as we have, ye ſhall not want, brave Pontius, 
But pray be temperate, if we can wipe out 
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The way of your Offences, we are yours, Sir; 
And you ſhall live at Court an honeſt Man too. 
Phi. That little Meat and Means we have, we'll ſhare it, 
Fear not to be as we are; What we told ye, | 
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Were but meer iryals of your Eruth : You're worthy, * 
And ſo we'll ever hold ye; ſuffer better, | CA 
And then ye are a right Man, Pontiu. . ; 


g If my good Maſter be not ever angry, 

I | Ye ſhall command again. | 
Pon. I have found two good Men: Uſe my Life, 
For it is yours, and all I have to thank ye. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


1 gp Enter Maximus. 
Max. There's no way elſe to do it, he mult dic, 
This Friend muſt die, this Soul of Maximus, 
Without whom I am nothing but my Shame, 
This perfectneſs that keeps me from Opinion, 
Muſt dye, or I muſt live thus branded ever: 
A hard choice, and a fatal; Gods ye have given me 
A way to credit, but the Ground to go on, 
Ve have levell'd with that precious Lite I loye moſt. 
Vet I mult on, and through; for if I offer 5 
To take my way without him, like a Sea 
He bears his high Command, *cwixt me and Vengeance, 
And in my own Road ſinks me, he is honeſt, 2 7 
Of a moſt conſtant Loyalty to Ceſar, ef. 
1 And when he ſhall but doubt, I dare attempt him, 
i | But make a queſtion of his Ill, but ſay 
; f W hat is a Ceſar, that he dare do this, 
Dead ſure he cuts me off: Æcius dies, | 
Or I have loft my ſelf: Why ſhould 1 kill him? 
Why ſhould I kill my (elf? for 'tis my killing, 
AÆcius is my Root, and wither him, N 
Like a decaying Branch, I fall to nothing. 
ls he not more to me than Wife, than Ceſar? 
Though I had now my ſafe Revenge upon him, 
Is he not more than Rumour, and his Friendſhip 
k Sweeter than the love of Women? What is Honour 
f We all fo ſtrangely are bewitch'd withal ? S 
S Can it relieve me if I want ? he has; 
| Can Honour, *rwixt the incenſed Prince, and Envy, 
Bear up the Lives of worthy Men? he has; 
Can Honour pull the Wings of fearful Cowards, 
And make em turn again N he has, 
| 35 And I have liy'd to ſee this, and preſerv'd ſo; 


Why ſhould this empty word incite me then 
To what is ill, and cruel? let her periſh : 


A Friend is more than all the World, than Honour 


She is a Woman, and her Loſs the. leſs, 


And with her go my Griefs: But hark ye, Maximus, 


Was ſhe not yours? Did ſhe not die, to tell ye 


She was a Raviſh'd Woman? Did not Juſtice 


Nobly begin with her, that not deſery'd it, 
And ſhall he live that did it ? Stay a little, 
Can this Abuſe die here? Shall not Mens To 
Diſpute it afterward, and ſay I gave 
(Affecting dull Obedience, tame Duty, 
And led away with fondneſs of a Friendſhip) 
The only Virtue of the World to Slander? 

Is not this certain, was not ſhe a-chaſte one, 
And ſuch a one, that no compare dwelt with her, 
One of ſo ſweet a Virtue, that Æciut, 


Even he himſelf, this Friend that holds me from it, 


Our of his worthy Love to me, and Juſtice, 
Had it not been on Ceſar, he'd reveng'd her? 

By Heav'n he told me ſos what ſha'l I do then? 
Enter a Servant. 
Can other Men affect it, and 1 cole? 


I fear he muſt not live. Serv. My Lord, the General 
Max. Go, intreat him to enter: 


Is come to ſet k ye. 
O brave Acius, 1 could wiſh thee now 
As far from Friendſhip to me, as from Fears, 


That I might cur thee off, like that I weigh'd not 


Is there no way without him, to come near it? 
For out of honeſty he muſt deſtroy me 
If 1 attempt it; he muſt dye as others, 
And I muſt loſe him; *tis neceſlity, 
Only the time, and means is all the difference; 
But yet I would not make a Murther of him, 
Take him directly for my doubts; he ſhill dye, 
I have found a way to do it, and a ſafe one, 
It ſhall be Honour to him too: 1 know nor 
What to determine cert.in, I am fo troubled, 
And ſuch a deal of Conſcience preſſes me; 
Would I were dead my ſelf. | 
OE Enter Æcius. 
ei. You run away well; 
How got you from me, Friend ? 
Max. That that leads mad Men; 
A 25 Imagination made me wander. 


Aci. 


— 
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ngues 


thought ye had _—_ more ſettled, Max. ] am well, * -. 


Bat 
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But you muſt give me leave a little ſometimes - | 
To have a buzzing in my Braios. Act. Ye are dangerous, + 

But VI! prevent it if I can; ye told me F | | 
You would go to th' Army, Max. Why, to have my Throat cut, 
Muſt he not be the braveſt Man, A#cinr, - | 
That ſtrikes me firſt? Mei. You promiſed me a Freedom 
From all theſe Thcughts, and why ſhould any ſtrike you? 

Max. I am an N a wicked one, | | 
Worſe than the Foes of Rome, I am a Coward, 
A Cuckold, and a, Coward, . that's two Cauſes VP. 
Why every one ſhould beat me. Hei. Ye are neither 
And durſt another tell me ſo, he dy'd fort. 
For thus far on mine Honour, Pll aſſure you _ 
No Man more loy'd than you, and for your Valour, 
And what ye may be, fair; no Man more follow'd. 
Max. A doughty Man indeed: But that's all one, 
The Emperor, nor all the Princes living 
Shall find a flaw in my Coat; I have ſuffer'd, 
And can yet; let them find Inflictions, 
I'll find a Body for 'em, or I'll break it. 
Tis not a Wife can thruſt me out; ſome look'd for't, 
But ler em look till they are blind with looking, 
They are but Fools; yet there is Anger in me, 
That I would fain diſperſe, and now I think on't, 
You told me, Friend, the Provinces are ftirring, 
We ſhall have ſport I hope then, and what's dangerous 
A Batrel ſhall beat from me. ei. Why do ye eye me 
With ſuch a ſettled look? Max. Pray tell me this, 
Do we not love extremely? I love you ſo. 
ci. It I ſhould ſay 1 lov'd not you as truly, 
1 ſhould do that I never durſt do, lie. ; 
Max. If 1 ſhould dye, would it not grieve you much? 
Aci. Without all doubt» Max. And could you live without me? 
ei. It would mueh trouble me to live without ye, 
Our Loves, and loving Souls have been fo us'd 
But to one Houſhold in us: But te dye | 
Becauſe I could not make you live, were Woman, 
Far much too weak; wete it ro ſave your Worth, 
Or to redeem your Name from rooting out, 
To quit you bravely fighting from the Foe, 
Or fetch ye off, where Honour had ingap'd ye, 
I ought, and would dye for ye. Max. Truly ſpoken. 
W hat Beaſt but I, that muſt, could hurt this Man now ? 
Would he had raviſh'd me, I would have paid him, 
I would have taught him ſuch a Trick, bis Eanuchs 
Nox all his black-ey'd Boys dreamt of yet; 
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By all the Gods I am mad now; now were Ceſar 

Within my reach, and on his glorious tap 
The Pile of all the World, he went to nothing; 
The Deſtinies, nor all the Dames of Hell, 
Were I once grapl'd with him, ſhould relieve him, 
No not the hope of Mankind more; all periſhed; 
But this is Words and Weakneſs. . 

Aci. Ye look ſtrangely. | 

Max. I look but as 1 am, I am a Stranger, 
Aci. To me? | ID 

Max. To every one, I am no Roman; 
Nor what Il am do I know. 

ci. Then I II leave ye. 

Max. I find I am beſt fo, if ye meet with Maximus 
Pray bid him be an honeſt Man for my fake, 
You may do much upon him; for his Shadow, 
Let me alone. 

ci. Ye were not want to talk thus, 
And to your Friend; ye have ſome Danger in you, 
That willingly would run to Action. | 
Take heed, by all our love take heed. 

Max. I, Danger? | - 
I, willing to do any thing, I dig. 
Has not my Wife been dead two Days already? 
Are not my Mournings by this time Moth- eaten? 
Are not her Sins difpers'd to other W omen, 
And many one raviſh'd to relieve her? 
Have I ſhed Tears theſe twelve Hours ? 

Aci. Now ye weep. A 

Max. Some lazy drops that aid behind. 

Aci. III tell ye, 
And I muſt tell ye Truth, were it not hazard, 
And almoſt certain Loſs of allthe Empire, 
I would win with ye: Were ut any Man's 
But his Life, that is Life of us, he loſt it 
For doing of this Miſchief: I would take it, 
And to your reſt give ye a brave Revenge: 
But as the Rule now ſtands, and as he rulcs, 
And as the Nations hold in Diſobedience, 
One Pillar failing, all mult fall; I dare not: 
Nor is it juſt you ſhould be ſuffer'd in it, 
Therefore again take heed: On foreign Focs 
We are our own Revengers, but at Home 
On Princes that are eminent and ours, 
'Tis fit the Gods ſhould judge us: Be not raſh, 
Nor let your angry Steel cut 8 ye know no! ; 

| 2 


For 
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For by this fatal Blow; if ye dare firike ir, # 
As I ſee great Aims in ye, thoſe unborn yet, 


— 


And thoſe to come, of them and theſe ſucceeding, * 
Shall bleed the Wrath of Maximus: For me, L 
As ye now bear your ſelf, I am your Friend ſtill, V 
If ye fall off 1 will not flatter ye; Is 

And in my Hands, were ye my Soul, you periſh'd: | 
Once more be careful, ſtand, and ſtill be worthy, T 
I'll leave ye for this Hour. Exit. A 
Max. Pray do. Tis done: | | | e A 
And Friendſhip, ſince thou canſt not hold in Dangers, | C 
Give me a certain Ruin, I muſt through it. Exit. 

RE 22 : 8 En A 
A CT IV. SCENE I 1 
Enter Emperor, Lycinius, Chilax, and Balbus. T 
ns © 0 D? Chi. So tis 2 Sir. ---* H 

; Emp. How ? He. Grief, and Diſgrace. I 
As People ſay. Emp. No more, | have too much on't, Al 
| Too much by you, you whetters of my Follies, G 
: Ye Angel formers of my Sins, but Devils; | 1 
W here is your cunning now? You would work Wonders, E: 
4 There was no Chaſtity above your Practice, | At 
| You would undertake to make her love her Wronge, Ti 
] And doat upon her Rape: Mark what J tell ye, | J. 
0 If ſne be dead Chi. Alas, Sir! Emp. Hang ye Raſcals, | H: 
3 Ye blaſters of my Youth, if ſhe be gone, T! 
| - | *T were better ye had been your Fathers Camels, Tt 


Ground under daily weights of Wood and Water: 

Am I not Ceſar * Lyc. Mighty, and our Maker, 

_ Emp. Than thus have given my Pleaſures to Deſtruction. 
Look ſhe be living, Slaves. Lyc. We are no Gods, Sir, 
If ſhe be dead, to, make her new again. | 

Emp.. She cannot dye, ſhe muſt not dye ; are thoſe 

I plant my Love upon but common Livers ? 

Their Hours as others, told em? Can they be Aſhes ? 

Why do ye flatter a Belief into me 

That I am all that is, the World's my Creature, 

The Trees bring forth their Fruits when I ſay Summer, 
The Wind, that knows no limit but his wildneſs, 
At my Command moves not a Leaf; the Sea 

With his proud Mountain Waters envying Heav'n, 

When I ſay Still, run into chriſtal Mirrors, 

Can I do this and ſhe dye? Why ye Bubbles, 

That with my leaſt Breath break, no more remember'd ; 
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Ye Moths that fly about my Flame and periſn. 
Ye golden Canker-worms, that eat my Honours, 
Living no longer than my Spring: of Favour : „ 
Why do ye make me God that can do nothing gs - 
Is ſhe not dead? Chi. All Women are not with her. 
- Emp. A common W hore ſerves you, and far above ye, 
The Pleaſures of a Body lam'd with Lewdneſs; | 
A meer perpetual Motion makes ye happy: 
Am 1 a Man to traffick with Diſeaſes ? 
Can any but a Chaſtity ſerve Cæſar? 1 
And ſuch a one the Gods would kneel to purchaſe ? 
You think, becauſe you have bred me up to Pleaſures, 
And almoſt run me over all the rare ones, 
Your Wives will ſerve the turn: I care not for 'em. 
Your Wives are Fencers W hores, and ſhall be Footmens. 
Though ſometimes my nice Will, or rather Anger 
Have made ye Cuckolds for variety; 
I would not have ye hope, nor dream, ye poor ones, 
Always ſo great a Blefling from me; go 
Get your own Infamy hereafter, Raſcals, 
I have done too nobly for ye, ye enjoy 
Each one an Heir, the ot Seed N Cæſar, 
And I may curſe yt fort; your wanton Gennets, 
That are ſo Proud, the Wind gets 'em with Fillies, 
Taught me this foul Intemperance: Thou Licinius, 
Haſt ſuch a AMeſſalina, ſuch a Lair, 
The Backs of Bulls cannot content, nor Stallions, 
The Sweat of fifty Men a Night do's nothing. 

Lic. Your Grace but jeſts, I hope. Emp. Tis Oracle. 
The Sins of other Women put by hers 
Shew off like Sanctities: Thine's a Fool, Chilax, 
Yet ſhe can tell to twenty, and all Lovers, | 
And all lien with her too, and all as ſhe is, 
Rotten, and ready for an Hoſpital. 
Yours is a holy Whore, Friend Balbus. Bal. Well, Sir. 

Emp. One that can pray away the Sins ſhe ſuffers, 
But not the Puniſhments: She has had ten Baſtards, 
Five of em now are Lictors, yet ſhe prays; | 
She has been the Song of Reme, and common Paſquil , 
Since I durſt fee a Wench, ſhe was Camp Miſtreſs, 
And muſter'd all the Cohorts, paid 'em too, 
They have it yer to ſhew, and yet ſhe prays; 
She is now to enter old Men that are Children, 
And have forgot their Rudiments: Am 1 
Left for theſe wither'd Vices? And but one, 


But one of all the World that could content me, 
: . And 
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And ſnatch'd away in ſhewing? It your Wiyes 
Be not yet Witches, or your ſelves, now be ſo 
And ſave your Lives, raiſe me this noble Beauty 
As when I forc'd her, full of Conſtancy, daes 5 

1 Dr by the Gods—— Lic, Moſt ſacred Ceſar. Emp, Slaves: 

C Lic. Good Proculus. Pro. By Heav'n you ſhall not ſee it, 

a It may concern the Empire. Emp, Ha! What ſaid'ſt thou? 
Is ſhe not dead? Pro. Not any one I know, Sir; 
come to bring your Grace a Letter, here | 

Scatter'd belike i'th* Court: Tis ſent to Maximus, 

And bearing Danger ia it. Ep. Danger? Where? 

Double our Guard. Pro, Nay no where, but i'th' Letter, 
Emp. What an afflicted Conſcience do 1 live with, 

And what a Beaſt am I grown? I had forgotten 

To ask Heav'n Mercy for my Fault, and was now 

Even raviſhing again her Memory, 

I find there muſt be Danger in this Deed : 

Why do l ſtand diſputing then, and: whining ? 

For what is not the Gods to give, they cannot, 

Though they would link their Powers in one, do miſchief. 

This Letter may betray me; get ye gone; | 

And wait me in the Garden, guard the Houſe well, [Exeunt, 


| 
| 
And keep this from the Empreſs. The Name Maxin | 
Runs through me like a Feaverz this may be ? 
. Some private Letter upon private Buſineſs, J 
Nothing concerning me: Why ſhould 1 open't? I 
1 | I have done him wrong enough already; yet F 
5 It may concern me too, the Time fo tells me: 8 
3 The wicked Deed 1 have done, aſſures me tis ſo. N 
3 ' Be what it will, l'il ſee it, if that be not I 
| Part of my Fears, among my other Sins, v 
V1! purge it out in Prayers: How ? What's this? 
Letter read.) Lord Maximus, you love Acius, | 
And are his noble Friend too; bid him be leſs, | I 
I mean lefs with the P-ople, Times are dangerous: T 
The Army is his; the Emperor in doubts, 1 
And as ſome will not ſtick to ſay, declining z As 
You ſtand a conſtant Man in either Fortunes; A; 
perſwade him, he is loſt elſe: Though Ambition 0 
Be the laſt Sin he touches at, or never; Pr; 
Yet what the People mad with loving him, Th 
And as they willingly defire another, ( 
May tempt him to, or rather force his Goodneſs, 5 Te 
Is to be doubted mainly: He is alt, Fr Th 
(As he ſtands now) but the meer name of Ceſar; An 


And ſhould the Emperor inforce him leſſer, 


Not 
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Not coming from himſelf, it were more dangerous : 
He is Honeſt, and will hear you: Doubts are ſcatter'd, 
And almoſt come to growth in every Houſhold: 
Yet in my fooliſh Judgment, were this miſter'd; 
The People that are now but Rage, and his, 
Might be again Obedience: You ſhall know me 
When Rome is fair again; *cill when I love you. 
No Name! This may de cunning, yet it (cems not; 
For there is nothing in it but is certain, 
Beſides my ſafety. Had not good Germanicus, 
That was as Loyal, and as ſtraight as he is, 
If not prevented by Tiberius, 
Been by the Soldiers forc'd their Emperor? 
He had, and 'tis my Wiſdom to remember it. 
And was not Corbulo, even that Corbulo, 
T hat ever Fortunate and living Roman, 
That broke the Heart Strings of the Parthians, 
And brought Arſaſes Line upon their Knees, 
Chain'd to the Awe of Rome, beenuſc he was thought 
(And but in Wine once) fit to make a Ceſar, 
Cut off by Nero? I muſt ſeek my Safety: 
For *tis the ſame again, if not beyond it: 
I know the Soldier loves him more than Heay'n, 
And will adventure all his Gods to raiſe him; 
Me he hates more than Peace: What this may breed, 
If dull Security and Confidence 
Let him grow up, a Fool may find, and laugh ar. 
But why Lord Maximus, I injur'd fo, | / 
Should be the Man to counſel him, I know not; 
More than he has been Friend, and lov'd Allegiance : 
a What now he is | fear, for his Abuſes 
Without the People dare draw Blood. Who waits there? 
| Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Your Grace. Ep. Call Pbidia and Aretus hither : 
I'll find a Day for him too; times are dangerous, 
The Army his, the Emperor in Doubts: 
I find it is too true; did he not tell me, 
As if he had intent to make me Odious, 
And to my Face, and by a way of Terror, 
W hat Vices I was grounded in, and almoſt. 
Proclaim'd the Soldiers hate-againſt me ? ls not 
The ſacred Name and Dignity of Ceſar 
(Were this AÆcius more than. Man) ſufficient 1 
To ſhake off all his Honeſty? He's dangerous | 
Though he be good, and though a Friend, a ſear'd one, 
And ſuch I muſt not ſleep by: Are they come yer 2 
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I do believe this Fellow, and 1 thauk him: e | 
Twas time to look about, if I muſt periſh, *-2i <4 
Yet ſhall my Fears go foremoſt. . 5 
Enter Phidias and Aretus. 
Phi. Life to Caſar. 
- Emp. Is Lord cius waiting? Phi. Not this Morning, 
I rather think he's with the Army. Emp, Army? 4 
I do not like that Army: Go unto him, 
And bid him ſtraight attend me, and do ye hear, 
Come private without any; I have Buſineſs 2 ood. 
Os for 7 4 Phi. Your Grace's Pleaſure. afY; - [Exit Phidias. 
0 
Wha: Soldier i is the ſame, I have ſeen him Wn 
That keeps you Company, Aretus * Are. Me, Sir? 
Emp. Ay, you Sir. 
Are. One they call Pontius, an't pleaſe your Grace. 
Emp. A Captain? Are. Yes, he was ſo; 
But ſpeaking ſomething roughly in his Want, 
Eſpecially of Wars, the noble General 
Our of a ſtrift Allegiance caſt his Fortunes. 
Emp. H'as been a valiant Fellow. Are. So he's ſtill. 
Emp. Alas, the General might have pardon'd Follies, 
Soldiers will Talk ſometimes, Are. I am glad of this. 
- Emp. He wants Preferment, as I take it. Are. Yes, Sir; 
And for that noble Grace his Life ſhall ſerve. 
Emp. | have a Service for him: | 
] ſhame' a Soldier ſhould become a Beggar ; 
'T like the Man, Aretus. Are. Gods protect ye. 
Emp. Bid him repair to Proculus, — there 
He ſhall receive the Buſineſs, and Re ward for't: 
I'll ſce him ſetled too, and as a Soldier, 
We ſhall want ſucch. 
The Sweets of Heav'n ſtill Crown ye, 
T have a fearful Darkneſs in my Soul, a 
And *ill I be deliver'd, ſtill am dying. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Hl. 


Enter Maximus ny 
Max. My way has taken: All the Court's in Guard, 
And Buſineſs every where, and every Corner 
Full of ſtrange Whiſpers: I am leaft in Rumour, 
Enter AMcius and Phidias. 
And ſo PII keep my ſelf. Here comes «Zciur, 
I ſee the Bait is deen. If he be loſt 


He is my Mar tyr, my way ſtands open 
Y 7 Head, 


: And Honour on: ch his Blood is reckoo' . <. iWeb, 


Tei. Why how now Friend, what make ye here unarm'd ? 
Are ye turn'd Merchant? Max. By your fair perſwaſions, 

And ſuch a Merchant trafficks without danger 
have forgotten all, Acins, | 
And which is more, forgiven. ci. Now I love ye, 
Truly I do, ye are a worthy Roman. 

Max. The fair Repentance of my Prince to me 
Is more than Sacrifice of Blood and Vengeance; 
No Eyes ſhall weep her Ruins, but mine own, | 

ei. Still ye take more Love from me: Virtuous Friend, 
The Gods make poor Acius worthy of thee. 

Max. Only in me y'are poor, Sir: And | worthy 

Only in being yours: But why your Arm thus, 

Have ye been hurt, Æcius? ci. Bruis'd a little; 

My Horſe fell with me, Friend; which till this Morning 

I never knew him do. Max. Pray Gods it bode well; 

And now I think on't better, ye ſhall back, b 
Let my Perſwaſions rule ye. Aci. Back! Why, Maximus? 
The Emperor commands me come. Max, I like not 
At this time his Command. «ci. I do at all Times, 
And all Times will obey it, why not now then? 

Max. III tell ye why, and as I have been govern'd, 
Be you ſo, noble Friend : The Court's in Guard, 
Arm'd ſtrongly, for what Purpoſe, let me fear; 

I do not like your going. Æci. Were it Fire, 
And that Fire certain to conſume this Body, 

It Ceſar ſent, I would go; never fear, Man, 

It he take me, he takes his Arms away. 

I am too plain and true to be ſuſpected. 

Max. Then I have dealt unwiſely. ci. If the Emperor, 
Becauſe he meerly may, will have my Life, 4 
That's all he has to work on, and all ſhall have: 

Let him, he loves me better: Here I wither, 

And happily may live, *cill ignorantly 

I run into a Fault worth Death : Nay more, Diſhonour. 
Now all my Sins, 1 dare ſay thoſe of Duty 

Are printed here, and if I fall ſo happy, 

I bleſs the Grave I lye in, and the Gods 

Equal, as dying on the Enemy, 

Muſt take me up a Sacrifice. Max. Go on then, 

And FIl go with ye. ci. No, ye may not, Friend. 
Max. He cannot be a Friend, bars me Æcius; 

Shall I forſake ye in my doubts? Aci. Ye muſt. 
Max. I muſt not, nor I will not; have I liv'd 

Only to be a Carpet Friend for pleaſure? 

I can endure a Death as well as _ 


Tei. 
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Nor none mult go along. Max. I have a Sword too 
And once I could have us'd it for my Friend. 
Aci. | necd no Sword, nor Friend in this, pray leave me; 
And as ye love me, do not over-love mey | | 
I am commanded none ſhall come: At Supper 
I'll meet ye, and we'll drink a Cup or two; 
Ye nee] good Wine, ye have been ſad : Farewel. 
Max. Farcwel my noble Friend, let me embrace ye 
E'er ye depart; it may be one of us 0 
Shall never do the like again. ei. Ves often. | | 
Max, Farewel, good dear cin. Aci. Farewel Maximus, 
Till Night: Indeed you doubt too much. Exit. 
Max. | do not: | 
Go worthy Innocent, and make the number 
Of Ceſar's fins ſo great, Heav'n may want Mercy, 
Ill hover hereabont to know what paſſes: 
* And if he be ſo deviliſh to deſtroy thee, 
| In thy Blood ſhall begin his Tragedy. [ Exit. 


_ | SCENE Il. 


= / Enter Proculus, and Pontius. 
i Pro. Beſides this, if you do ir, you enjoy 

6 The noble Name Patrician: More than that too, 
* The Friend of Czſar ye are ſtil'd: there's nothing 
- Within the hopes of Rome, or preſent being, 
; 


But you may ſafely ſay is yours. Pon. Pray ſtay, Sir; 
| | W hat has «Acins done to be deſtroy'd? 
4 At leaft I would have a colour. Pro. Ye have more, 
4 Nay all that may be given, he is a Traitor, 
| One, any Man would ſtrike that were a Subject. 
1 pon Is he ſo foul? Pro. Ves a moſt fearſul Traitor. 
1 Pon. A fearful Plague upon thee, for thou lyeſt. 
1 I ever thought the Soldier would undo him 
1 | With his too much Aﬀe tion, Pro. Ve have hit it, 
1 They have brought him to Ambition, 

Pon. Then he is gone. 

Pro. The Emperor, out of a fooliſh piiy, 
 . Would fave him yet. Pon. Is he ſo mad? Pro. He's madder 

Would go to th*. Army to him. Pon. Would 'a ſo? 
Pro. Ves, Pontius; but we confider-— Pon. Wiſely. 
Pro, How elſe, Man, that the State lies in ir. 
Pon. And your Lives too. Pro. And every Man's. Pon. He did me 

All the Diſgrace he could. Pra. And ſcurvily. 

Pon. Out of a Miſchief meerly: Did you mark it? 

Pro: Yes, well enough. Naw ye have means to quit it; 


The 
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The deed done, take his Place, Pon. Pray let me think ot, 
"Tis ten to one I do it. Pro. Do, and be happy. [Exit Pro. 

Pon. This Emperor is made of nought but miſchicf, 
Sure, Murther was his Mother : None to lop, 
But the main Link he had? Upon my Conſcience 
The Man is truly honeſt, and that kills him ; 
For to live here, and ſtudy to be true, 
1s all one to be Traitors : Why ſhould he dye? 

Have they not Slaves and Raſcals for their Off rings 

In full abundance; Bawds more than Beaſts for laughter 
Have they not ſinging Whores enough, and Knaves too, 
And millions of ſuch Martyrs to fink Charon, 
But the beſt Sons of Rowe muſt ſail roo? 1 will ſhew him 
(Since he muſt Dye) a way to do it truly: 
And though he bears me hard, yet ſhall he knorr, 
I am born to make him bleſs me for a Blow, [ Exit. 


SCENE W. 


Enter Phidias, Aretus and A.cius: 
Thi. Yet ye may ſcape to th' Camp, we'll hazard with ye 
Are, Loſe not your Life ſo baſely, Sir: Ye are arm'd, 
And many when they ſee your Sword out, and know why, 
Muſt follow your Adventure. ci. Get ye from me; 
Is not the Doom of Cæſar on this Body, 
Do not I bear my laſt Hour here, now ſent me? 
Am I not old ecins, ever dying? 
You think this Tenderneſs and Love you bring me, 
*Tis Treaſon, and the ſtrength of Diſobedience, 
And if ye tempt me further, ye thall feel it: 
I ſeek the Camp for Safety, when my Death 
Ten times more glorious than my Life, and laſting 
Bids me be happy : Let the Fool fear dying, 
Or he that weds a Woman for his Honour, 
Dreaming no other Liſe to come bur Kiſſes; 
Acius is not now to learn to ſuffer: 
If ye dare ſhew a juſt Affection, kill me, 
I ftay but thoſe that muſt: Why do ye weep ? 
Am I fo wretched to deſerve Mens Pities? 
Go give your Tears to thoſe that loſe their Worths, 
Bewail their Miſeries, for me wear Garlands, 
Drink Wine, and much "ay Peans to my Praiſe, 
I am to- triumph, Friends, more than Ceſar, 
For Ceſar fears to die, I love to die. 5 ; 
Phi. O my dear Lord! «ci. No more, go, go, I ſay; 
Shew me not ſigns of Sorrow, I deſerve none; 
Dare any Man-lament, I EN die nobly? 
2 | Am 
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Am 1 grown Old to have ſuch Enemies? | 
When | am dead, ſpeak honourably of me, 
That is, preſerve my Memory from dying; 
There if you needs muſt mp your ruin'd Maſter, 
A Tear or two will ſeem well: This I charge ye, 
(Becauſe ye ſay you yet love old ecius) - 
Sce my poor Body burnt, and ſome to fing - 
About my Pile, and what I have done and ſuffer'd, 
If Ceſar kill not that too: At your Banquets, + | 
When I am gone, if any chance to number 
The Timcs that have been ſad and dangerous, 
Say how Il fell, and 'tis ſufficient: 
No more I ſay, he that laments my End 
By all the Gods diſhonours mez begone 
And ſuddenly, and wiſely from my Dangers, 
My Death is catching elſe. Pbi. We fear not dying; 
Aci. Yet fear a wilful Death, the juſt Gods hate it, 
I need no Company to that, that Children | 
Dare do. alone, and Slaves are proud to purchaſe ; 
Live 'till your Honeſties, as mine has done, 
Make this corrupted Age ſick of your Virtues, 
Then dic a Sacrifice, and then ye know 
The noble Uſe cf dying well, and Roman. . 
Are. And muſt we leave ye, Sir? ei. We muft all die, 
All leave our ſelves, it matters not, where, when, 
Nor how, fo we die well: And can that Man that does ſo 
Need Lamentation for him? Children weep 
Pecauſe they have offended, or for Fear, 
Women for want of Will, and Anger; is there 
la noble Man, that truly feels both poiſes 
Of Life and Death, ſo much of this wet weakneſs 
To drown a glorious Death in Child and Woman? | 
I am aſham'd to ſee ye; yet ye move me, ; 
And were it not my Manhood would accuſe me, 
For covetous to live, I ſhould weep with ye. 
Phi. O we ſhall never ſee you more. ect. Tis true; 
Nor I the miſeries that Rowe ſhall ſuffer, 
Which is a benefit Life cannot reckon : 
But what 1 have been, which is juſt and faithful ; 
One that grew old for Rome, when Rome forgot him, 
And for he was an honeſt Man durſt die, 
Ye ſhall have daily with ye: Could that dye too, 
And | return no Traffick of my Travels, ORE 
No pay to have been Soldier, but this Silver, 
No Annals of AÆcius, but he liv- dd. | 
My Friends ye had cauſe to weep, and bitterlys ; * 
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The common Overflows of tender Women, 
And Children new born crying, were too little 

To ſhew me then moſt wretcheda If Tears muſt be, 
I ſhould in Juſtice weep *em, and for you, 
You are to live, and yet behold thoſe flaughters 
The dry and wither'd Bones of Death would bleed at: 
Bur ſooner, than I have time to think what muſt be, 
I fear you'll find what ſhall be; if ye love me, 
Let that word ſerve for all; be gone and leave me; 
I have ſome little practice with my Soul, 
And then the ſharpeſt Sword is welcom'ſt; go, 
Pray be gone, ye have obey'd me living, 
Be not for ſhame now ſtubborn; ſo I thank ye, 
And farewel, a better Fortune guide ye. | Ex, Phi. and Are. 
I am a little thirſty, not for fear, ; 
And yet it is a kind of fear, I ſay ſo; 
Is it to be a juſt Man now again, 
And leave my Fleſh unthought of? Tis departed : 
I hear 'em come, who ſtrikes firſt? 
I ſtay for ye: 
| | Enter Balbus, Chilax and Lycinius- 
Yet I will dye a Soldier, my Sword drawn, 
But againſt none: Why do ye fear ? Come forward. 
Bal. You were a Soldier, Chilax. Chi, Yes, I muſter'd, 
Bur never ſaw the Enemy. Lyc. He's drawn, 
By Heav'n I dare not do it. Act. Why do ye tremble? 
I am to die, come ye not now from Cæſar, 
To that end, ſpeak ? Bal. We do, and we muſt kill ye, 
"Tis Ceſar's will. Chi. | charge you put your Sword up, 
That we may do it handſomely. Aci. Ha, ha, ha, 
My Sword up, handſomly? where were ye bred? 
Ye are the merrieſt Murderers, my Maſters, 
Jever met withal; come forward Fools, 
Why do ye ſtare? Upon mine Honour, Bawds, 
I will not ſtrike ye. Lyc. I'll not be firft, Bal. Nor I. 
Chi. You. had beſt die quietly : The Emperor 
Sees how you bear your ſelf. Act. I would die, Raſcals, 
If you would kill me quietly. Bal. Of Proculus, 
He promis'd us to bring a Captain hither, 
That has teen us'd to kill. ci. I'll call the Guard, 
Unleſs you will kill me quickly, and proclaim 
What beaſtly, baſe, and cowardly Companions, 
The Emperor has truſted with his ſafety: | 
Nay 11 give out, ye fell of my fide, Villains. 
Strike home, yebawdy Slaves. Chi. By Heav'n he'll kill us, 
I mark'd his Hand, he waits but time. to reach us, 


Now 
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Now do you offer. Aci, If ye do mangle me, 
And kill me not at two Blows, or at three, 


Or not ſo ſtagger me, my Senſes fail me, 
Look to your ſelves. | 


- Chi, l told ye, Act, Strike me manly, 
And take a tha uſand Strokes. 5 
Euter Pontius. 


Bal. Here's Pontius. 
Pon. Not kill'd him yet? | 
Is this the Love ye bear the Emperor? | 
Nay then, I ſee ye are Traitors all, have at ye. [Lyc. runs away, 
Chi. Oh lam hurt! Bal. And | am kill'd. | Ex. Chi. and Bal. 
Pon. Die Bawds; | 
As ye have liv'd and fl-uriſh'd, Acct. Wretched Fellow, 
What haſt thou done? Pon. Kijl'd them that durſt not kill, 
And you are next. Acci. Art thou not Pontius? 
Pon. 1 am the ſame you caſt, eius, 
And in the Face of all the Camp diſgrac'd. 
Aci. Then ſo much nobler, as thou wert a Soldier, 
Shall my Death be: Is it Revenge provok'd thee, 
Or art thou hir'd to kill me? Pon. Both. ei. Then do it. 
Pon. Is that all? Afci, Yes, Pon. Would you not live? 
Aci Why ſhould I, | 
To thank thee for my Life? Pan. Ves, if I ſpare it. 
Aci. Be not deceiv'd, I was not made to thank 
For any_Courtefie, but killing me, | 
A Fellow of thy Fortune; do thy Duty. 
Pon. Do not you fear me? Act. No. Pon. Nor love me for it? 
Aci. That's as thou doſt thy Buſineſs, Pon. When you are dead, 
Your Place is mine, Acins, Aci. Now I fear thee, 
And not alone thee Pontius, but the Empire. 
Pon. Why, 1 can govern, Sir. Acct, I would thou could'ft 

And firſt thy ſelf: Thou canſt fight well, and bravely, 

Thou canſt endure all Dangers, Heats, Colds, Hungers ; 
Heav'ns angry Flaſhes are not ſuddener, 

Than I have ſeen thee execute; nor more mortal; 

The winged Feet of flying Enemies 

] have ſtaod and view'd thee Mow away like Rufhes, 
And til) kill the Killer: Were thy. Mind 

But half ſo ſweet in Peace, as rough in Dangers, 

I dy'd to leave a happy Heir behind me; | 
Come ſtrike, and be a General. Pon. Prepare then: | 
And for 1 ſee your Honour cannot leſſen 
And 'twere a ſhame for me to ſtrike a dead Man, | 
Fight your ſhort Span out. FAcci, No, thou know'ſl I muſt not, 
dare not give thee ſo much Vantage of me, 


As 


As 
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As Diſobedience. Pon. Dare ye not deſend ye, 


Againſt your Enemy? ci. Not ſent from Cæſar, 
J have no Power to make ſuch Enemies; | 

For as lam condemn'd, my naked Sword 

Stands but a Hatchment by me; only held 

To ſhew I was a Soldier. Had not Ceſar 

Chain'd all Defence in this Doom, Let him die, 

Old as I am, ard quench'd with Scars, and Sorrows, + 
Yer would I make this wither'd Arm do wonders, 
And open in an Enemy ſuch Wounds 

Mercy would weep to look on. Pon. Then have at ye, 
And look upon me, and be ſure ye fear not : 
Remember who you are, and why you live, 

And what I have been to ycu: Cry not hold, 

Nor think it baſe Injuſtice | ſhould kill ye. 

Aci. | am prepar'd for all. Pon. For now, Acius, 


Thou ſhalt behold and find I was no Fraitor, 


And as I doit, bleſs me; die as I do. Pon. kills himſe:f. 
Aci. Thou haſt deceiv'd me, Pontius, and I thank thee ; 

By all my hopes in Heav'n, thou art a Roman. 
Pon. To ſhew you what you ought to do, this is not; 

For flander's felf would ſhame to find you Coward, 

Or willing to out-live your Honeſty : | 

But noble Sir, ye have been jealous of me, 

And held me in the Rank of dangerous Perſons, 

And I muſt dying fay it was but Juſtice, 

Ye caſt me from my Credit; yet believe me, 

For there is nothing now but Truth to ſave me, 

And your Forgiveneſs, though ye held me hainous, 

And of a troubled Spirit, that like Fire 

Turns all to Flames it meets with, ye miſtook me; 

If I were Foe to any thing, 'twas Eaſe, 

Want of the Soldiers Due, the Enemy, 

The Nakedneſs we found at home, and Scorn, 

Children of Peace, and Pleaſures, no regard 

Nor comfort for our Scars, but how we got 'em, 

To ruſty Time, that eat our Bodies up, 

And even began to prey upon our Honours, 

To wants at Home, and more than Wants, Abuſes; 

To them, that when the Enemy invaded 

Made us their Saints, but now the Sores of Rome; 

To ſilken Flattery, and Pride plain'd over, 

Forgetting with what W ind their Feathers fail, 

And under whoſe Protection their ſoft Pleaſures 

Grow full and numberleſs: To this I am. Foe, 

Not to the State, or any point of Duty: 


And 
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And let me ſpeak but what a Soldier may, 
Truly I ought to be ſo; yet I err'd, 
# Becauſe a far more noble Sufferer 
. Shew'd me the way to patience, and I loſt it: p 
N This is the end I lie, Sir; to live baſely, 
if And not the Follower of him that bred me, 
1 In full account and Virtue, Pontius dare not, 
Wil Much leſs to out-live what is good, and flatter. _ 
* | ci. | want a Name to give thy Virtue, Soldier, 
| For only Good is far below thee, Pontius, - 
The Gods ſhall find thee-one; thou haſt faſhion'd Death, 
In ſuch an Excellent and Beautcous manner, 
T wonder Men can live: Canſt thou ſpeak once more, 
For thy Words are ſuch Harmony, a Soul 
Would chuſe to fly to Heav'n in. Pon. A farewel : 
Good noble General your Hand, forgive me, 
And think what ever was diſpleaſing you, 
Was none of mine: Ye cannot live. ci. J will not: 
Yet one word more. Pon. Dye nobly: Rome farcwel : 
And Valentinian fall, thou haſt broke thy baſes. 
In Joy ye have given me a quiet Death, | : 
1 would firike more Wounds, if I had more Breath. [ Dies, 
ci. Is there an hour of Goodneſs beyond this? 
Or any Man would out-live ſuch a dying, 
Would Ceſar double all my Honours on me, 
And ftick me o'cr with Favours, like a Miſtreſs ; 
Yet would I grow to this Man : I have loy'd, 
But never doated on a Face 'till now: 
O Death thou art more than Beauty, and thy pleaſure 
| Beyond Poſterity: Come Friends and kill me; 
1 Caſar be kind, and ſend a thouſand Swords, 
= The more, the greater is my fall: Why ſtay ye? 
| Come, and I'll kiſs your Weapons: Fear me not, 
By all the Gods I'll honour ye for killing: | 
Appear, or through the Court, and World, [1 ſearch ye: 
My Sword is gone; Ye are Traitors if ye ſpare me, 
And Ceſar muſt conſume ye; all baſe Cowards ? 
| | I'll follow ye, and cer I dye proclaim ye, 
{ | The Weeds of Italy; the Drofs of Nature. 
| . 


— 


Where are ye, Villains, Traitors, Slaves. 3 
Enter Proculus, and three others running over the Stage. 
Pro, | knew h'ad kill'd the Captain. 1. Here's his Sword. 


Pro, Let it alone, twill fight it ſelf elſe; Friends, | 
An hundred Men are not enough to do it, 


I' ro the Emperor and get more Aid, 3 
Aci. None ſtrike a poor condemn'd Man! Pro. He is Mad: 
| hs e Shift 


Exit. 


— 


Of whom now ſhall we learn 


* 
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Shift for your ſelves, my Maſters. „ SY [Exenne* 
* Enter Æcius. bh 
ci. Then Acius, wha 4 

See what thou dar'ſt thy ſelf; hold my good Sword, 

Thou haſt been kept from Blood too long, I'll kiſs thee, 

For thou art more than Friend now, my Preſerver, 

Shew me the way to Happineſs, I ſeek it: 

And all you great ones, that have fall'n as I do, 

To keep your Memories and Honours living, 

Be preſent in your Virtues, and aſſiſt me, 

Thar like ſtrong Cato, I may put away 


All Promiſes, but what ſhall crown my Aſhes; 


Rome, Fare thee well: Stand long, and know to Conquer 
Whilſt there is People, and Ambition : ; 
Now for a Stroke ſhall turn me to a Star : 2 
I come ye bleſſed Spirits, make me Room 
To live for ever in Elizium: 
Do Men fear this? O that Poſterity 
Could learn from him but this, that loves his Wound, 
There is no Pain at all in dying well, "BY 
Nor none are loſt, but thoſe that make their Hell. [ Kill; bimſelf. 
Enter Proculus and two others, 
1 Within. He's dead, draw in the Guard again. 
Pro. He's dead indeed, | 
And I am glad he's gone; he was a Devil: | 
His Body, if his Eunuchs come, is theirs 
The Emperor, out of his Love to Virtue, 


Has given 'em that: Let no Man ſtop their Entrance Exit. 


Ester Phidias and Aretus. 
Phi. O my moſt noble Lord! Look here Aretus, * 
Here's a ſad fight, Are. O Cruelty! O Ceſar! 
O Times that bring forth nothing but Deſtruction, 
And Ovyerflows of Blood: Why waſt thou kill'd 
Is it to be a juſt Man now again, 
As when Tiberius and wild Nero reign'd, 


ö N of his Overthrow ? 
- Pit 


It is, Aretus: He that would live now, 


Muſt, like the Toad, feed only on Corruptions; 
And grow with thoſe to Greatneſs : Honeſt Virtue, 


And the true Roman Honour, Faith and Valour, 
That have been all the Riches of the Empire, 
Now like the fearful Tokens of the Plague, 
Are meer fore-runners of their ends that owe em. 
Are, Never enough lamented Lord: Dear Maſter, 
| Enter Maximus. 
to live like Men? 
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From whom draw out our Actions juſt and worthy? 


Oh thou art gone, and gone with'thee all Goodneſs, 

The great Example of all Equity, 

O thou alone a Rowan, thou art periſh'd, 

Faith, Fortitude, and conſtant Nobleneſs; - 

Weep Rome, weep Italy, weep all that knew him, 

And you that fear'd him as a noble Foe, 5 & 

(If Enemies have honourable Tears) | 

Weep this decay'd Mcins fall'n, and ſcatter'd——— 

By foul and baſe Suggeſtion. P. O Lord Maxim, 

This was your worthy Friend. Marx. The Gods forgive me: 

Think not the worfe, my Friends, I ſhed not Tears, 

Great Grieſs lament within; yet now have found 'em: 

Would | had never known the World, nor Women, 

Nor what that curſed Name of Honour was, 

So this were once again Æoetus: | 

But I am deftin'dito a mighty Action, 

And beg my pardon, Friend, my Vengeance taken, 

I will not be long from'thee : Ve have a great loſs, 

But bear it patiently, yet to ſay Truth, 

In Juſtice 'ris not ſufferable: I am next, | 

And were it now, I'would be glad ot: Friends, 

Who ſhall preſerve you how? Ave; Nay, we are loſt too 
Max, I fear ye are, for likely ſuch as love F 

The Man that's fall'n, and have been nouriſh'd'by him, 

Do not ſtay long behind: Tis het no Wiſdom. 

I know what I muſt do, O my Telat, 

Canſt thou thus periſh, pluck'd up by the Roots, 


And no Man feel thy Werthineſs? From Boys 


He bred you both, 'l thifik. . Pi. And from the pooreſt. 
Max. And lov'd ye as his dwn. Are. We found it, Sir. 
Max. Is not this a Joſs then? Pb. O, a loſs of loſſes ʒ 

Our Lives, and ruins of our Families, 

The utter being nothing of our Names, 

Weise nothing near it. Max. Ns I take it too, | 

He put ye to the Emperor. He. He didſo. IS 

Max. And kept ye ſtill in Credit. Phi. Tis moſt true, Sir. 
Max. ble fed your' Fathers too, and made them Means, 

Your Siſteis he prefer'd to noble Wedlocks, | 

Did he not, Friends? Are. O yes, Sir. Max. As I ' take it 

This worthy Man would not be now forgotten, 2 

I tell ye to my Grief, de was baſely murder d; | 

And ſomething would be done, by thoſe that lov'd him: 

And ſomething may be: Pray ſtand off a Intle  —  —» 

Let me bewail him private: O my deareſt. 


P bi. Avetus, if we be not ſudden,” he out-does us, 
I lnow he points at Vengeance; we are cold, And 
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The Tragedy of Valentinian. 
And baſe ungrateſul W retches, if we ſhun it: 
Are we to hope for more Rewards or Greatneſs, 
Or any thing but Death, now he is Dead ? 
Dar ſt thou reſolve? Ave. | am perfect. Phi, Then like Flowers 
That grew together all we'll fall together, 
And with us that that bore us: When 'cis done, 
The World ſhall ſtile us two deſerving Servants : 
I fear he will be before us. Are. This Night, Phidtas, 
Phi. No more. | 
Max. Now worthy Friends I have done my mournings, 
Let's burn this noble Body: Sweets as many 
As Sun-burnt Meroe breeds, I'll make a Flame of 
Shall reach his Soul in Heav'n: He that ſhall live 
Ten Ages hence, but to rehearſe this Story, 
Shall with the ſad Diſcourſe on't darken Heav'n, 
And force the painful Burdens from the Wombs 
Conceiv'd a-new with Sorrow: Even the Grave 
Where mighty Sy/lz fleeps ſhall rend aſunder 
And give her ſhadow up, to come and groan 
About our Piles, which will be more, and greater 
Than green Olympus, Ida, or old Lartmus 
Can feed with Cedar, or the Kaſt with Gums, 
Greece with her Wines, or Theſſaly with Flowers, 
Or willing Hcav*n can weep for in her Showers. [ Exe. 
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Enter Phidias with his Dagger in him, and Aretus poiſon'd, 
Are. E has his laſt. 
Pbi. Then come the worſt of Danger, 
Acius, to thy Soul we give a Ceſar; | 
How long is't fince ye gave it him? Are. An hour, 
Mine own two Hours before bim: How it boils me! 

Phi. It was not to be cur'd, I hope, Are. No, Phidias, 
dealt above his Antidotes: Phyſicians 
May find the Cauſe, but where the Cure? Phi, Done bravely, 
We are got before his Tyranny, Aretus. | 

Are We had loft our worthieſt end elſe, Phidias. 

Phi. Canſt thou hold out a while? Are. To torture him 
Anger would give me leave, to live an Ape yet; | 
That Man is poorly ſpirited, whoſe Life 
Runs in his Blood alone, and not in's W iſhes. 

And yet I (well, and burn like flaming Z#rna, 

A thouſand ncw found Fires are kindſed in me, 

But yet 1 muſt not dye this = Hours, Phidias. 
| _ | 
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60 We Tragedy of Valentinian. N 
Phi. Remember who dyes with thee, and deſpiſe Death. 
Are. I need no Exhortation; the Joy in me, 

Of what l have done, and why, makes Poiſon Pleaſure, 

And my moſt killing Torments, Miſtreſſes. 

For how can he have time to die, or pleaſure, 

That falls as Fools unſatisfied, and ſimple? 

Phi. This that conſumes my Life, yet keeps it in me, 

Nor do | feel the danger of a dying, 

And if I but endure to hear the Curſes 

Of this fell Tyrant dead, I have half my Heav'n. | 
Are. Hold thy Soul faſt but for four Hours, Phidias, 

And thou ſhalt ſee to Wiſhes beyond ours, : 

Nay more, beyond our Meanings, 
Phi. Thou haſt ſteePd me: 2 

Farewel Aretus, and the Souls of good Men, 

That as ours do, have left their Roman Bodies 

In brave Revenge for Virtue, guide our Shadows. 

I would not faint yet. Are. Farewel, Phi dias, 

And as we have done nobly, Gods look on us. (Exe. ſeverally, 


SCENE IL 


| Enter Lycias, and Proculus. 

Lyc. Sicker and ficker, Proculus? Pro, Oh Lycias, - 
What ſhall become of us? Would we had dy'd 
With happy Chilax, or with Balbus Bed - rid, 
And made too lame for Juſtice. 

Enter Licinius. 

Licin. The ſoft Muſick; 
And let one ſing to faſten Sleep upon him : ; | 
Oh Friends, the Emperor! Pro, What fay the Doctors? 

Licin. For us a moſt ſad faying, he is poiſon'd, | 

Beyond all Cute too. He. Who? Liein. The Wretch Aretus, 

That moſt unhappy Villain. Lyc. How do you know it? 

Licin. He gave him drink laſt: Let's diſperſe and find him; 
And ſince he has open'd Miſery to all, 
Let it begin with him firſt : Softly, he ſlumbers. 
Enter Emperor fick in a Chair, with Eudexia, the Emre ſe, Phyſicians, 

aud Attendant. 1 
Muſick and Song. 
Care- charming Sleep, thou Eaſer of all Woes, 
Brother to Death, ſweetly thy Life diſpoſe + 7 
On this afflifted Prince, fall like.a Clud 
In gentle Showers, | give nothing that is loud; 
Or painful to bis. Slumbers; eaſe, ſweet, + 
Aud as a purling Stream; thou Son of Mgr., 4 1 
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The Tragedy of Valentini. 6 2 | 
Paſs by bis troubled Senſes ;, ſing his Pain | 
Like hallow murmuring Wind, or ſi ver Rain: 
Into this Prince gently, ob gent lyſlide, 
And kiſs bim into Slumbers like a Bride. 


Emp. Oh! Gods, Gods: Drink, Drink, colder, colder 

Than Snow on Scy/biav Mountains: O my Heart ſtrings! 

Eud. How do's your Grace? Fhyſ. The Empreſs ſpeaks, Sir. 
Emp. Dying, dying, Eudoxia, dying. Phyſ. Good Sir, Patience. 
Eud. What have ye given him ? Phyſ. Precious Teint dear Lady, 

We hope ſhall Comfort him. Emp. O flatter'd Foo 

See what thy God-head's come to: Oh Eudaxia 

Enter Proculus, Licinius with Aretus. 
Eud. O Patience, Patience, Sir. Emp. Danubius 
I'll have brought through my Body, End. Gods give Comfort. 


Emp. And Volga, on whoſe Face the North Wind freezes- 
1 find an hundred Hells, an hundred Piles 


Already to my Funerals are flaming, 
Shall I not drink? PH. You mult not, Sir. Emp. By Heav'n 
F'il let my Breath out that ſhall burn ye all 
If ye deny me longer ; Tempeſts blow me, 
And Inundations that have drank u Kingdoms 
Flow over me, and quench me : Where's the Villain? 
Am | immortal now, ye Slaves? by Numa 
If he do ſcape: Oh! oh! Zud, Dear Sir. Emp, Like Nero, 
But far more terrible, and full of Slaughter, | 
I'th* midft of all my Flames Flt fire the Empire: 
A thouſand Fans, a thouſand Fans to cool me: 
Invite the gentle Winds, Eudoxia. Eud. Sir, 
Emp. Oh do not flatter me, I am but Fleſh, . 
A Man, a mortal Man: Drink, drink, ye Dunces ; 
What can your Doſes now do, and your Scrapings, 
Your Oils, and Mithridates? If I do die, | 
You only Words of Health, and Names of Sickneſs, 
Finding no true Diſeaſe in Man but Mony, 
That talk your ſelves into Revenues, on! 
And e'er you kill your Patients, beggar em, 7 
PI! have ye flead, and dry'd. Pro. The Villain, Sir; 
The moſt accurſed Wretch. Emp. Be gone, my Queen, 
This is no ſight for thee: Go to the Veſtals, 1 
Caſt holy Incenſe in the Fire, and offer 
One powerful Sacrifice to free thy Ceſar. 
Pro. Go, go, and be Happy. | {Exit Eudoxia. 
Are. Go, but give no Eaſe, | 
The Gods have ſet thy laſt Hour, Valentinian, 
Thou art but Man, a bad Man too, a Beaſt, _ 
And like a ſenſual bloody Thing thou dyeſt. 
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„ _ The Tragedy of Valentinian. 
Pro, Oh——Traitor.! Are. Curſe your ſelves ye Flatterers, 
And howl your Miſeries to come, ye Wretches, - 
You taught him to be poiſon'd, Emp. Vet no Comfort? 

Are. Be not abus'd with Prieſts, nor Pothecaries, K 
They cannot help thee: Thou haſt now to live 
A ſhort half Hour, no more, and I ten Minutes: 


] gave thee Poiſon for Acins's ſake, | + 
Such a deſtroying Poiſon would kill Nature * 
And for thou ſhalt not die alone, I took it. 

If Mankind had been in thee at this Murder, 

No more to People Earth again, the Wings 

Ok old Time clipt for ever, Reaſon loſt, 

In what I had attempted; yet, O Ceſar, 

To purchaſe fair Revenge, I had poiſoned them too. 

Emp. Oh Villain: 1 grow hotter, hotter. Ave. Yes; 
But not near my Heat yet; what thou feel'ſt now, | 
Mark me with horror Ceſar, are but Embers 
Of Luft and L.echery thou haſt committed: 

Bur there be Flames of Murder. Emp. Fetch out Tortures. 

Are. Do, and I'll flatter thee, nay more, I'll love thee: 
Thy Tortures to what now | ſuffer, Ceſar, - 

At which thou muſt arrive too, c*er thou dy'ſt, 

Are lighter, and more full of Mirth than Laughter. 

Eu. Let em alone: I muſt drink. Are. Now be mad; 
But not near me yet. Emp. Hold me, hold me, hold me, 
Hold me; or I ſhall burſt elſe. Are. Sec me Ceſar, 

And ſee to what thou muſt come for thy Murder; 

Millions of Womens Labours, all Diſeaſes. | 

Emp. Oh my affli&ed Soul too! Are. Womens Fears, Horrors, 
Deſpairs, and all the Plagues the hot Sun breeds | 

Emp. e/£cius, O cin! O Lucina! 

Are. Are but my Torments Shadows. 

Emp, Hide me Mountains; 

The Gods have found my Sins: Now break. 

Are. Not yet, Sir; 
Thou haſt a pull beyond all theſe. Emp. Oh Hell! 
Oh Villain, curſed Villain! Are. O brave Villain, 
My Poiſon dances in me at this decd : 

Now Ceſar, now-behold-me, this is Torment, 

And this is thine before thou dyeſt, I am Wildfire: 
The brazen Bull of Phalaris was feign'd, - - 

The miſeries of Souls deſpiſing Heav'n, 

But Emblems of my Torments. 8 

Emp. Oh! Quench me, quench me, quench me, 

Ms; Fire , 5 
And all the Poet's Tales of ſad f4verns, 
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To my Pains lefs than Fiftions : Yet to ſhew thee 
What conſtant love I bore my murder'd Maſter | 
Like a South-wind, I have ſung through all theſe Tempeſts 
My Heart, my wither'd Heart, fear, fear thou Monſter, 
Fear the juſt Gods, I have my Peace — [He dies. 

Emp. More Drink, | 
A thouſand April Showers fall in my Boſom: 
How dare ye let me be tormented thus? 
Away with that prodigious Body, Gods, 
Gods, let me ask ye what I am, ye lay 
All your inflictions on me, hear me, hear me; 
1 do confeſs I am a Raviſher, 
A Murderer, a hated Cæſar; oh! 
Are there not Vows enough, and flaming Altars, 
The Fat of all the World for Sacrifice, 
And where that fails, the Blood of thouſand Captives, 
To purge thoſe Sins? But I muſt make the Incenſe: 
I do deſpiſe ye all, ye have no Mercy, N 
And wanting that, ye are no Gods, your Parole 
Is only preach'd Abroad to make Fools fearful, 
And Women made of Awe, believe your. Heav'n: 
Oh Tormente, Torments, Torments, Pains above Pains, 
If ye be any thing but Dreams, and Ghoſts, 
And truly hold the Guidance of Things mortal; 
Have in your ſelves times paſt, to come, and preſent, 
Faſhion the Souls of Men, and make Fleſh for 'em, 
Weighing our Fates, and Fortunes beyond Reaſon, 
Be more than all the Gods, great in Forgiveneſs; 
Break not the goodly Frame ye build in Anger; 
For you are things, Men teach u., without Paſſions, 
Give me an Hour to know ye in: Oh ſave me 
But ſo much perſect time ye make a Soul in, 
Take this Deſtruction from me; no ye cannot, 
The more I would believe ye, more | ſuffer, 

My Brains are Aſhes, now my Heart, my Eyes, Friends, 
I go, I go, more Air, more Air ; I am mortal. [ He dies. 
Pro. Take in the Body: Oh Licinius, : | 

The Miſery that we are left to ſuffer, 
No pity ſhall find us. Licin. Our Lives deſerve none. 
Would I were chain'd again to ſlavery, _ | 
With any hope of Liſe. Pro. A quiet Grave, 
Or a Conſumprion now, Licinins, ——_ | 
That » e might be too poor to kill, were ſomething. 
Licin Lei's make our beſt uſe, we have Mony, Proculus, 
And if that cannot ſave us, we have Swords, ; 
Pro, Ye:, but we dare not dye. Licin. I had n 4 
| ee | here's 
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6.4 The Tragedy of Valentiniin. 
There's other Countries then. Pro. But the ſame hate ſtill, - 
Of what we are. Licin. Think any thing, III follow. 
: Enter a Meſſenger. 
Pro. How now, what News? 21225 
Meſ. Shift for your ſelves, ye are loſt elſe: 
The Soldier is in Arms for great eius, D 5 as 
And their Leutenant-General that ſtop'd 'em, 
Cut in a thouſand pieces: They march hither : 
Beſide, the Women of the Town have murder'd 
Phorba, and looſe Ardelia, Ceſar's She-Bawds., — | 
- Licin. Then here's no ſtaying, Proculus. Pro. O Caſar, 
That we had never known thy Luſts: Let's fly, 
And where we find no Woman's Man let's d je. [Exe. 


SCENE ll. 


| Enter Maximus. 
Max. Gods, what a Sluce of Blood have I let open! 
My happy Ends are come to birth, he's dead, 
And l reveng'd; the Empire's all a-fire, 
And Deſolation every where inhabits : 
And ſhall 1 live that am the Author of it, 
j | To know-Rome from the Awe o'th* World, the Pity ? 
My Friends are gone before too, of my ſending, 
And ſhall I ftay? Is ought elſe to be liv'd for? 
Is there another Friend, another Wife, 
Or any third holds half their Worthineſs, 
To linger here alive for ? Is not Virtue 
In their two everlaſting Souls departed, 
And in their Bodies firſt Flame fled to Heav'n? 
Can any Man diſcover this, and love me? . | 5 
1 For though my Juſtice were as white as Truth, 
| My Way was crooked to it, that condemns me: 
And now Acins, and my honour'd Lady, 
That were Preparers to my reſt and quiet, 
The Lines to lead me to Elizium ; _ 
Vou that but ſtept before me, on aſſurance 
I would not leave your Friendſhip unrewarded, 
Firſt ſmile upon the Sacrifice I have ſent ye, 
Then ſee me coming boldly. Stay, I am fooliſh, e 
3 Somewhat too ſudden to mine own Deſtruction, Fe: 
_ This great end of my Vengeance may grow greater 
Why may not Lbe Ceſar? Yerino'dyingy - © © © © 
Why ſhould I not catch at it? Fools and Children © + 
Have had that Strength before me, and obtain'd it, 
And as the Danger ſtands, my Reaſon bids mea 
Iwill, I dare; my dear Friends pardon meme 
I am not fit to die yet, if not Ceſar; —_ e 
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1 am ſure the Soldier loves me, and the People, 
And I will forward, and as goodly Cedars 
Rent from Oeta by a ſweeping Tempeſt "ok c 
Jointed again, and made tall Maſts, deſie 
Thoſe angry Winds that ſplit 'em, ſo will I 
New-piece again, above the Fate of Women, | 
And made more perfect far, than growing private, 
Stand and defie bad Fortunes: If I riſe; 
My Wife was raviſh'd well ; If then 1 fall, 


My great Attempt honours my Funeral. Exit. 
SCENE Iv. ; 
Enter three Senators and Affranius. 


1 Sen. Guard all the Poſterns to the Camp, Afranins, 
And ſee em faſt, we ſhall be rifled elſe; | 
Thou art an honeſt, and a worthy Captain. 

2 Sen. Promiſe the Soldier any thing. 3 Sen. Speak gently, 
And tell em we are now in Council for em. | 
Labouring to chuſe a Ceſar fit for them, 

A Soldier, and a Giver, 1 Sen. Tell 'em further, 
Their free and liberal Voices ſhall go with us. 
2 Sen. Nay more, a Negative ſay we allow 'em. 

3 Sen. And if our Choice diſpleaſe em, they ſhall name him. 

1 Sen. Promiſe three Don tives, and large,  Afranius. 

2 Sen. And Cæſar once elected, preſent Foes, 

With diſtribution of all Neceſſaries, 

Corn, Wine and Oil, 3 Sen. New Garments, and new Arms, 
And equal Portions of the Provinces I 
To them, and to their Families for ever. 

t Sen. And fee the City ſtrengthned. 

Ara. I ſhall do ir. : [ Exit Affranius. 

2 Sen. Sempronius, theſe are woful Times. 3 Sen. O Brutus ! 
We want thy Honeſty again; theſe Czſars; 
What noble Conſults got with Blood, in Blood 
Conſume Ver and ſcatter. 1 Sen. Which way ſhall we? 

2 Sen. Not any way of Safety I can think on. 

3 Sen. Now go eur Wives to Ruin, and our Daughters, 
And we Beholders, Fulvius. 1 Sen. Every thing 
Is every Man's that will. 2 Sen. The Veſtals now 
Muſt only feed the Soldier's Fire of Luſt, ,.. 
And ſenſual Gods be glutted with thoſe. Offerings, 
Age like the hidden Bowels of the Earth 
bp with Swords far Treaſure. Gods defend ue, 
We are Chaff before their Fury elſe. . 2 Sen Away, 

Let's to the Temples. 1 Sen To the Capitol, 
Tis not a time to Pray now, let's be ſtrengthen d. 
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Enter Affranius. 
3 Sen. How now Afranius: What good News? e ACs 
1 Sen. Oh! Who? a. Lord Maximus is with che Soldier 


And all the Camp rings Ceſar, Ceſar, Ceſad 25 
He forc'd the Empreſs with him for more Honcur. 
2 Sen. A happy Choice: Let's meet him. 3 Sen. Bleſſed Forrune. 
1 Sen. Away, away, mike room there, room there, room. 
Exeunt «Senators, Flyuriſh, 
Within. Lord Maximus is Ceſar, Ceſar, Ceſar z : 
Hail Ceſar Maximus. Afﬀra. Oh turning People! 


Oh People excellent in War, and govern d; 


In Peace more raging than the furious North, 
When he ploughs up the Sea, and makes him Br ne, 
Or the * falls of Vile; 1 muſt give way, 
Although I neither love nor hope: this. 
Or like a rotten Bridge that dares a Current, 
When he is ſwelFd and high crackt, and Farewel. - 
Enter Maximus, Eudoxia, Senators and Soldiers, 
Sen. Room for the Emperor. Sold. Long Life to Cæſar. 
Afra. Hail Ceſar Maximus. Emp. tax. Your Hand, Afranins. 
Lead to the Palace, there my Thanks in genera], 
I'll ſhower among ye all: Gods give me Lite, 
Firft to defend the Empire, then you Fathers, 
And valiant Friends, rhe Heirs of Strength and Virtue, 
The Rampiers of old Rome, of us the Refuge 
To you I open this Day all 1 have, 


Even all the hazard that my Youth hath purchas'd, 


Ye are my Children, Family, and Friends, 

And ever ſo reſpected ſhall be, forward. 

There's a Proſcription, grave Seripronius, _ 

*Gainft all the Flatrerers, and lazy Bawds 

Led looſe-liv'd Valentinian to his Vices, | 

See it effected. 1 { Flowriſh. 
Sen. Honour wait on Ceſar. | 
Sold. Make room for Ceſar, there. [ Exe. all but Affra. 
Affra. Thou haſt my Fears, | * 

But Valentinian keeps my Vows: Oh Gods 

Why da we. like to feed. the greedy Raven 

Of theſe blown Men, that mult hefore they ſtand, 


And fixt in Eminence, caſt Life on Life, - 


And trench their Sufeties in with Wounds, and Bodies? 
Well froward Rome, thou Wilt grow weak with changing, 
Ard die without an Heir, that lov'ſt to brecd 

Sons fr the killing hut of Sons: For me, 


I only live: to fad an Enemy. EE 8 1 5 
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The Tragedy of Valentiniat,, 6&7 
55 5 ENR V. : 
Enter Paulus, @ Poet z and Licippus, « Gentleman. 
y au. When is the Inauguration? Licip. Why, to Morrow. 
Pau. T will be ſhort time. Licip. Any device that's handſome, 

A Cupid, or the God o'th' Place will do it, | 

Where he muſt rake the Faſces. Pau. Or a Grace. 

Licip. A good Grace has no Fellow. Pau. Let me ſee, 

Will not his Name yield ſomething? Maximus 

By th' way of Anagram? I have found out Axis, ET 

You know he bears the Empire. Licip. Get him Wheels too, 

'Till be a cruel Carriage elſe. Pau. Some Songs too. 

Licip. By any means ſome Songs: But very ſhort ones, 

And honeſt Language Paulus, without burſting, 

The Air will fall rhe ſweeter. . Pau, A Grace muſt do it. 
Licip. Why, let a Grace they. Par. Yes, it muſt be ſo 
And in a Robe of blue too, as I take ir. 

'  Licip. This Poet is a litile Kin to th' Painter 

That could paint nothing but a ramping Lion, 

So all his learned Fancies are blue Graces. | 
Pau, W hat think ye of a Sea-nymph, and a Heav'n ? 
Licip. Why what ſhould ſhe do there, Man ? There's no W ater. 
Pau. By th' Maſs, that's true, it muſt be a Grace, and yer 

Methinks a Rain-bow. Licip. And in Blue. Pan. Oh ycs! 

Hanging in Arch above him, and i'th* middle. | 
Licip. A ſhower of Rain. Pau. No, no, it muſt be a Grace. 
Licip. Why prithee Grace him then. Pau. Or E 

Coming from Hell. Licip. In Blue too. Pau. Tis the better; 

And as he riſes, full of Fires. Licip. Now Bleſs us, 

Will not that ſpoil his Lute-ſtrings, Paulus? Pau. Singing, 

And croſſing of his Arms. Licip. How can he play then? 

Pau. It ſhall be a Grace, I'll do it. Licip. Prithee do, 

And with as good a Grace as thou canſt poſſible; 

Good Fury Paulus, be i' th' Morning with me, 

And pray take Meaſure of his Mouth that ſpeaks it. Exe. 


SCENE VI. 


| Enter Maximus and Eudoxia, 
Max. Come my beſt loy'd Eudoxia: Let the Soldier 
Want neither Wine, nor any thing he calls for, 
And when the Senate's ready give us Notice 

In the mean time leave us, 0 

Oh my dear Sweet! Eud. Is't poſſible your Grace 
Should undertake ſuch Dangers for my Beauty, 

If it were Excellent? Max. By Heav'n *tis all 
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The World has left to brag ol. Eud. Can a Face 
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"68 _ © The Tragedy of Valentinian. 
Long fince bequeath'd to Wrinkles with my Sorrows , 
Long ſince raz d out o' th' Book of Youth and Pleaſure, | 
Have power to make the ſtrongeſt Man o'th' Empire, \ 
| Nay the moſt ſtay'd, and knowing what is Woman, 
The greateſt aim of Perſectneſs Men liv'd by, 
The moſt true, conftant lover of his Wedlock, | 
Such a ſtill blowing Beauty Earth was proud of, 
Loſe ſuch a noble Wite, and wilfully; 5 
Himſelf prepare the way, nay make the Rape? 
Did ye not tell me ſo? Max. Tis true Eudoxia. 
Eud. Lay deſolate his deareſt piece of Friendſhip, 
Break his ſtrong Helm be ſteer'd by, ſink that Virtue, 
That Valour, that even all the Gods can give ue, - 
Without whom he was nothing, with whom worthieſt, 
Nay more, arrive at Ceſar, and kill him too 
And for my ſake? Either ye love too dearly, 
Or deeply ye diſſemble, Sir. Max. I do ſo; 
And 'till I am more- ſtrengthen'd, fo I muſt do; 
Vet would my Joy, and Wine had faſhion'd out 3 
Some ſaſer Lie. Can theſe things be, Eudoxia, a 
And 1 diſſemble? Can there be but Goodneſs ; 
And only thine, dear Lady, any end, 
Any Imagination bur a 1: {t one, | 
Why I ſhould run this Hazard? O thou Virtue! 
Were it to do again, and Yalentinian,  _ 
Once more to hold thee, ſinful Valentinian, 
In whom thou wert ſer, as Pearls are in ſalt Oyſters, 
As Rofes are in rank Weeds, I would find 
Vet to thy ſacred (clf a dearer Danger, 
The Gods knows hew I honour thee. Eud. What love, Sir, 
Can | return for this, but my Obedience? | 
My Life, if ſo you pleaſe, and 'tis too little. 
Max. Lis too much to redeem the World. 
Erd. From this Hour, FE 
The Sorrows for my dead Lord, fare ye well, 
My living Lord has dry'd ye; and in Token, 3 
As Emperor this Day I honour ye, * 
And the great Caſter new of all my Wiſhes, 
The Wreath of-living Lawrel, that muſt com 
That ſacred Head, Eudoxia makes for Ceſar : 
I am methinks too much in love with Fortune; 
Bur with you, ever Royal Sir, my Maker, 
The once more Summer of me, meer in Love, 
Is poor Expreſſion of my Doting: Max. Sweeteſt, 
Eud. Now of my Troth ye have bought me dear, Sir. 
Max. No, had I at loſs of Mankind, © 
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The Tragedy 
LS 5 al | Enter 4 Meſſenger, CE REY: ' ö 
Eud. Now ye fatter. r.. a 


Meß. The Senate waits your Grace. Max. Let em come on, 


And in a full Form bring the Ceremony: 
Thi Day I am your Servant, Dear, and proudly 
INI wear your honour'd Favour. End. May it prove ſo. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


, Enter Paulus and Licippus. 
Licip. Is your Grace dote? Pan. 'Tis done. 
Lic. Who ſpeaks? Pau. A Boy. | 
Licip. A dainty blue Boy, Paulus? Pan. Yes. 
Licip. Have ye view'd the Work above? 
Pau Yes, and al: up, and ready. | 
Licip. the m reis docs you fimple Honour, Paulus, 
The Wreath your blue Grace muſt preſent, ſne made. 
But hark ye, tor the Sdiers? Pau. That's Cone too: 
Fil bring 'em in, I warrant ye. Licip. A Grace too? 
Pau. The fame Cr ce ſerves for both. Licip. About it then : 
I muſt to the Cup- board; and be ſure, good Paulus, 
Your G: ace be f ſting, that he may hang clcanly : 
If there ſhould need another Voice, what then? 
Pau. I'll hang another Grace in. Licip. Grace be with ye. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 


Enter in State Maximus, Eudoxia, with Soldiers and Gentlemen of 


Rome, the Senators, and R ds and axe, born before them. 

A -ynnet with 5 With a Banquet prepar' d witb 
Trumpet Hautboys, Mufick, Sing, Wreath. 
| Sen. Hail ro thy Imperial Honour ſacred Ceſar, 

And from the old Rome take theſe Withes ; 

You holy Gods, that hitherto have held, 

As Juſtice holds her Ballance equal pois'd, 
This glory of our Nation, this full Roman, 

And made him fir for what he is, confirm him: 

Look on this yon, O Jupiter, our helper, 

And Romulus, thou Father of our Honour, 

Preſerve him like thy (elf, Juſt, Valiant, Noble, 

A Lover and Increaſer of his People; 

Loet him begin with Numa, ſtand with Cato, 

The firſt five Years of Nero be his Wiſnes, 3; 
Give him che Age and Fortune of Emylius, 1 
And his whole Reign, renew a great Auguſtus. 

8 | 8 SONG. FI» 


Honour that is ever living, 
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Honour that is ever giving, Honour 
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Honour that ſees all and knows, 
Both the Ebbs of Man and Flows 
Honour that reward; the beſt, 
Sends thee tby rich Labaur's 1 ; 


Then baſt fludied ſtill to pleaſe ber, 
Therefore nom ſbe calls thee Cæſar; 
Chorus. Hail, bail, Cæſar, hail and and, 
Aud thy Name out-live the Land, 
Noble Fathbers, to bis Brome, 
Bind this Wreath with thouſand Vows. 


All. Stand to Eternity. Max. I thank ye, Fathers, 
And as | rule, may it ftill grow or wither : | 
Now to the Banquer, ye are all my Gneſts, 

This Day be liberal Friends, to Wine we give it; 
And ſmiling Pleaſures: Sir, my Queen of Beauty 
Fathers, your Places: Thele are fair Wars, Soldiers, 
And thus | give the firſt charge to ye all; 
You are my Second, Sweet, to every Cup, 
add unto the Senate, a new Honour, 
And to the Sons of Mars a Donative. 5 
S O NG. Tx 
God Lycus ever young, 
om 1 ever 55 
tain'd with Blvod Grapes, 
In a thouſand luſty be. W 
Dance upon the Mazers brim, 
In the Crimſon Liquor ſwim 
From thy plenteous Hand Divine, 
Let a River run with Wine; 
God of Yonth, let this day bere 
Eurer neither Care nor Fear. 


Boy. Bellona's Seed, the Glory of old Rome, 
Envy of conquer'd Nations, nobly come, 
And to the fulncfs of your warlike noiſe Ns es 
Let your Feet move, make up this hour of Joys; 
Come, come | ſay, range your fair Troop at large, 
And your high meaſure turn into a Charge. 

Semp. The Emperor's grown heavy with his Wine. 

Afr. The Senate ftays, Sir, for your thanks. Semp. Great Ceſer. 

Eud. I have my wiſh. Afr. Wilt pleaſe your Grace ſpeak to him. 
Euad. Yes, but he will not hear, Lords. R | 
Semp. Stir him, Lucius; the Senate muſt have thanks. 
2 Sen. Luc. Your Grace, Sir, Ceſar. © | 
Eud. Did 1 not tell you he was well: He's dead. 
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I, Tragedy of Valentihian. t 
” Semp. Dead? Treafon, guard the Court, let no Man pas: 
Soldiers, your Ceſar's nwrder'd. Eud. Make no tumult, © 
Nor atm the Court, ye have his Killer with ye; 
And the juſt cauſe, it ye can ſtay the hearing: 
| was his Death; that Wreath that made him Ceſar, 
Has made him Earth. Sid. Cut her in thouſand pieces. 
Eud Wile Men would know the Reaſon firſt: To die, 
le that | wiſh for, Romans, and y ur Swords, 
The heavieſt wiy of Death: Vet Soldiers grant me, 
That was your Empreſs once, and honour'd by ye, 
But ſo much time to tell ye why 1 kill'd him, 
And weigh my Reaſons well, if Man be in you 
Then if ye dare, do cruelly condemn me. 

Afr. Hear her ye noble Romans, tis a Woman, 
A Sutſect not for Sword, bur Pity : Hcar'n, 
If ſhe be guilty of malicious Murder, | 
Has. given us Laws to make Example of her; 
If only of Revenge, and Blood hid from us, | 
Let us conſider firſt, then execute. | MA 

Semp. Speak, bloody Woman. Eud. Yes. This Maximus, 
That was your Ceſar. Lords, and noble Soldiers, 
(And if | wrong the dead, Heav'n periſh me; 
Or ſpeak to win your Favours, but the Trath) 
Was to his Country, to his Friends, and Ceſar, 5 
A moſt malicious Traitor. Semp. Take heed. Woman. 

Eud, I ſpeak not for Compaſſion. Brave Æc ius, 
(W hoſe bleſſed Soul, if 1 lye, ſhall aMi& me,) 
The Man that all the World lov'd, you ador'd, 
That was the Maſter-piece of Arms, and Bounty; 
Mine own Grief ſhall come laſt : This Friend of his, 
This Soldier, this your right Arm, noble Romans, 
By a baſe Letter to the Emperor, 
Stufft full of Fears, and poor Suggeſtions, 
And by himſelf uato himſelf directed, 
Was cut off baſcly, baſely, cruelly; 
Oh Loſs, oh Innocent! Can ye now kill me? 
And the poor Stale, my noble Lord, that knew not 
More of this Villain, than his fo:ced fears, 
Like one foreſeen to ſatis fie, dy'd for it: 
There was a Murder ton, Name woulq have bluſh'd at; 
Was this worth being Ceſar? or my Mience? nay, his Wife, 
By Hca''n he told it me in Wine, and Joy, 3 
And (wore it deeply, he himfclf prepar'd 
To he abus d, how? let me grieve, not teil ye; 
And wee the Sins that did it: And his end 
Was only me, and Ceſar : But me he ly'd in. 
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nd all your Swords on me, if this diſpleaſe e. 

For 1 muſt kneel, and on this virtuous hand © 0 ＋ 17 
Seal my new Joy and Thanks; thou haſt done trulj. 
Semp. Up with your Arms, ye: ſtrike a Saint elſe, Romant.. 
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May'ſt thou live ever ſpoken dur protector: mere 
Pome yet has many noble Heirs? Let's in N Wa Nen, 
And pray before we chuſe, then plant a Ceſar F 
Above the reach of Envy, Brood, and Murder. "2 


Aff. Take up the Body, nobly to his Urn, 
And may our $:ns and his togerher burn. : 6. 
a * | | W 1 den Maich, 
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E won fain Pleaſe ye, and as fain be pleas” 4 
*Tis but a little iin botb are eas d: © 

We bave your Mony, and yu bave ur Hare, e 

And to our Uderſtau iin 200d and fit.: | Sh, 
For your own Niſdum s {uke be not ſo mad, 2 a 

T' acknowledge ye bade bouzht things dear and bad: * 

Let not @ brack it Strff. or or here and there © 

The fading Gloſs, a general L'ſs appear: — * 

We know ye take up worſe Commodities, 

And dearer pay. hel think your Bargain's wiſe, | | 

We knw in Meat and Wine, ye fling away DELETE, 3-2 

More Time and Wealth, which is but deaver Pay, DO 1 

And with the Reckoning all the Pleaſure boft. 4 LINEN 

We bid ye not unto repenting Coſt : 7 4. 

The Price is eaſie, and. light"the' Play, WS 

That ye may new digeſt it every Da, 

Then noble Priends, as ye would chuſe a Miſtreſs, 

Only to pleaſe the Eye a while, and kiſs, x 
Jill a good Wife be got: e tbis Play £ 13 

Hold, ye "while, n ter may. r 
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